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INTRODUCTORY. 

" In Vain," the first literary work of Sienkie- 
wicz, was written before he had passed the eigh- 
teenth year of his life and while he was studying 
at Warsaw. 

Though not included in his collected works 
by the author, this book will be received with 
much favor; of this I feel certain. 

The first book of the man who wrote "With 
Fire and Sword " and " Quo Yadis " will interest 
those of his admirers who live in America and 
the British Empire. These people are counted 
at present by millions. 

This voIume contains pictures of student life 
drawn by a student who saw the life which he 
describes in the following pages. This student 
was a person of exceptional power and excep- 
tional ąualities, hence the value of that which 
he gives us. 

JEREMIAH CURTIN. 
Jerusaleh, Palestins, 
March S, 1899. 



jNGoogIc 



N Google 



IN VAIN 
?^ 

CHAPTER I 

"And this is Kiefif I " 

Thus spoke to himself a young man named 
Yosef Shvarts, on entering the ancient city, 
when, roused by toU-gate formalities, he saw 
himself unexpectedly among buUdings and 
streets. 

The heart quivered in him joyfuUy. He 
was young, he was rushing forward to life ; and 
50 he drew into his large lungs as much fresh 
air as he could find place for, and repeated 
with a gladsome smile, — ■ 

"And this 13 Kieff! " 

The Jew'3 covered wagon roUed forward, jolt- 
ing along on the prominent pavement Stones. 
It was painful to Shvarts to sit under the canvas, 
so he directed the Jew to turn to the nearest 
inn, while be himself walked along by the side 
of the wagon. 
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2 In Vain 

Torrents of people, as is usual in a city, were 
moying in various directions ; shops were glit- 
tering with a show of wares ; carriages were 
passing one after another ; merchatits, generals, 
soldiers, beggars, monks pushed along before 
the eyes of the young man. 

It was market-day, so the city had taken 
on the typical compIexion of gatherings of 
that sort. There was nothing unconsidered 
there; no movement, no word seemed to be 
wasted- The merchant was going to his 
traffic, the officiąl to his office, the criminal 
to deceit, — all were hastening on with some 
well-defined object; all pushed life forward, 
thinking of the morrow, hastening toward 
something. Above that uproar and niove- 
ment was a buming atmosphere, and the sun 
was reflected in the gleaming panes of great 
edińces with just the same intensiły as in any 
little cottage window. 

" This uproar is life," thought Shvarts, who 
had never been in KiefT before, or in any large 
city. 

And he was thinking how immensely distant 
was life in a little town from the broad scenę 
of activity in a great city, when a well-known 
Yoice roused him from that meditation. 

" Yosef, as God Iive3 1 " 
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Shvarts looked around, gazed some seconds 
at tbe man who called him by name ; at last 
he opened his arms widely, and exclaimed, — 

" As God lives, it 13 Gustav ! " 

Gustav was a man smali and thin, about 
twenty-three years of age ; long hair of a chest- 
nut color fell almost to his shoulders; his 
short reddish mustache cut even with his lip 
madę him seem older than he was in reality. 

" What art thou doing, Yoaef ? Why hast 
thou come? To the Uniyersity, hast thou not ? " 

"Yes." 

" Weil done. Life is wretched for the man 
without knowledge," said Gustav, as he panted. 
"What course wilt thou choose?" 

" I cannot tell yet; I will see and decide." 

" Think over it carefully. I have been here 
a year now, and have had a chance to look at 
things coolly. I regret much a choice madę 
too hastily, but what is one to do afterward? 
Too late to tum back) to go on there is lack 
of power. It is easier to commit a folly than 
correct it. To-morrow I will go with thee to 
the University j meanwhile, if thou hast no lodg- 
ings, let the Jew take thy things to my room, 
it is not far from here. Thou mayst begin with 
me; when thou arttiredofme, look for another 
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Yosef accepted Gustav'3 ofTer, and in a few 
moments they were in the narrow lodgings of 
the student. 

" EJ, it is long sińce we have seen each other. 
We jinished our school course a year ago," 
said Gustay, putting aside Yosefs smali trunk 
and bundle. " A year is some time. What hast 
thou done this wbole year? " 

" I have been with my father, who would not 
let me come to the University." 

" What harm could that be to him 7 " 

" He was a good man, though ignorant — a 
blacksmith." 

"But he has let thee come now?" 

" He died." 

"He did well," said Gustav, coughing. 
"The cursed asthma is tormenting me these 
six months. Dost wonder at my hard breath- 
ing ? Thou too wilt breathe hard when thou 
hast bent over books as I have. Day after 
day without rest for a moment. And fight 
with poverty as one dog with another. — Hast 
money ? " 

" I have. I sold the house and property 
left by my father. I have two thousand 
nibles." 

" Splendid ! For thee that will be plenty. 
My position is pdverty I Oh the cursed asthma 1 
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Oi I that is tnie. One must leam. Barely a 
little rest in the eveiiing; the day at lectitres, 
the night at work. Not time enough for sleep. 
That is the way with us. When thou enterest 
our life, thou wilt see what a University is. 
To-day I will take thee to the club, or simply 
to the restaurant; thou must leam to know 
our students immediately. To-day, right away 
thou wilt go with me." 

Gustav circied about the room without inter- 
mission ; he panted and coughed. To look at 
his bent sboulders, sunken visage, and long 
hair, one might have taken him rather for a 
mantortured byjoyous life than by labor; but 
the printed Yolumes and manuscripŁs in piles, 
the poverty in the fumishing of the room, gave 
morę proof than was ueeded to show that the 
occupant belonged to that species of night birds 
whowither away while bent over books, and die 
thinking whether a certaJn syllable should or 
should not be accented. 

But Yosef breathed the atmosphere of the 
chamber with fuli breast ; for him that was a 
world at once new and peculiar. "Who 
knows," thought he, " what ideas are flashing 
through the heads of dwellers in fourth and 
fifth stories? Who knows what a futurę those 
garrets are preparing for science ? " 
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" Thou wilt make the acquaintaace to-day 
of many of our fellows," said Gustav, drawing 
out from beneath his bed a one-legged sainovar 
and putting a broken dish uoder it in place of 
the two other legs. " But let not thia eyeniog 
offend thee," continued the student, aa he let 
charcoal drop into the 3amovar. " I will make 
tea. Let not heads partly crazy oflfend thee. 
When thou hast looked round about at the 
city, thou wilt discover that there is no lack 
of fools here as in other places; but it move3 
forward with no la^ard steps. There is no 
lack among us of originals, though there is 
much that is empty and colorless. This last 
is ridiculous, and the dullest of alt the stupidi- 
ties. In some heads there are blazes of light, 
in other heads darkness like that out of doors 
at this moment." 

Silence reigned for a time in the chamber ; 
there was no noise there save that madę by 
Gustav while pufling and blowing at the samo- 
var. In fact, night had been coming gradu- 
ally, on the walls and ceiling of the room an 
increasing darkness was falling ; the nery circte 
reflected from the samovar widened or nar- 
rowed as Gustav blew or stopped blowing. 
At last the water began to sound, to htss, to 
sputter. Gustav lighted a candle. 
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" Herę is tea for thee. I will go now to the 
lecture," continued he ; " wait thou here, or 
better sleep on my bed. When thy time to 
pay money comes, thou wilt have also to look 
after lectures. The work is drcary, but there 
is no escape from it. Student life has its bitter 
side, but why mention this in advaiice? Our 
student world and the rest of society are en- 
tirely separate. People here neither like nor 
receive us, and we quarrel with all persons, 
even with one another. Oh, life here is diffi- 
cult ! If thou fali ill, no man, who is not a 
student, will reach a hand to thee. This is 
the fate of us poor fellows ; moreover people 
are angry because we play no comedies, we 
cali things by their nanieś." 

"Thou seest objects in black," remarked 
Yosef. 

" Black or not black," answered Gustav, with 
bitterness, " thou wilt see. But I tell thee that 
thou wilt not rest on roses. Youth has both 
rights and demands. They will laugh in thy 
eyes at these rights, these demands ; they will 
say that thou art not cooked enough, they 
will cali thy wants exaltation. But devtl take 
it, the narae matters little if the thing it de- 
scribes hurts or pains thee. As to that thou 
wilt see. — Pour tea for thyself, and lie down 
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to rest- I shall be here in an hour; and dow 
give me that hat, and good-by I " 

For a while Łhe panting, puffing, and steps 
of Gu3tav were heard on tbe stairway. Yosef 
was alone. 

Those words of Gustav impressed tiis friend 
strangely. Yosef remembered hitn as different. 
To-day a certain disappointment and peevisb- 
ness were heard in his voice, mental gloom of 
a certain Idnd broke through those words half 
internipted, half sad. Formerly be had been 
healthy in mind and in body; to-day his 
breathing was difficult, in his movements and 
speech appeared wonderful feyerishness, like 
that of a man who is exbausted. 

" Has life tortured him that much already? " 
thought Yosef. "Then one must struggle here, 
go against the current somewhat ; but this poor 
fellow had not the strength, it seems. A man 
must conquer in this place It is elear that 
the world does not lay aa over-Iight hand 
on u3. Devil take it I the questioa is no easy 
one. Gustav is in some sort too misanthropic ; 
he must exaggerate rather easily. But he is 
no idier and must go forward. Ferhaps this 
is only a mask, the misanthropy, under which 
he ńnds his position morę convenient and 
safer. But really, if one must take thlngs by 
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Storni or perish ? Ha, then I wił! go throiigh 1 " 
exclaimed the young man, with strengtłi, 
though in this interjection there was morę 
resolution than passion. 

An hour after thts monologue panting was 
heard on the stairway a second time, and 
Gustav entered, or rather pushed in. 

" Now follow I " cried he. " Thou art about 
to enter the vortex of student Hfe ; to-day thou 
wilt see its gladder aspect But lose no 
time ! '* 

While speaking, he turned his cap in his 
hand, and cast his eyes on every side ; ńnally 
he went to a smali table, and taking a comb 
began to arrange his losg yellow, or rather 
his lóng faded łiair. 

At last they went out to the streefc 

At that time in Kieff there were restaurants 
where students assembled. Circumstances 
were such that it was not possible to live 
with the ci^ society. Those various city 
circles were unwilling to receivc young per- 
sons whom the futurę alone was to form into 
people. On the student side lack of steadi- 
ness, violence of speech, insolence, and other 
natiye traits usual to youth were not very 
willing to bend themselves to social reąuire- 
ments; as to the country, that furnished its 
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social contingent only in Winter, or during the 
time of the contracts. So the University was 
a body entirely confined to itself, livjng a life 
of books in the day, and leading a club Hfe 
' at night. For many reasons there was morę 
good in this than evil, for though young men 
went into the world withouŁ polish, they had 
energy and were capable of action. Wearied 
and worn-out individuals were not found among 
them. 

Our acqu£dntances passed througb the 
Street quickly, and tumed toward the gleam- 
ing Windows of a restauranŁ Under the light 
of the moon it was possible to distinguish the 
broad, strong ńgure of Yosef near the bent 
shoulders and large head of Gustav. The 
latter hurried on in advance somewhat, con- 
versing with Yosef or with himself; at last 
he halted under a window, seized the sili, 
and drawing himself up examined the interior 
carefully. Finally he dropped down, anid said, 
while wiping off whitewash from his knees, — 

" She is not there." 

" Who is not there ? " . 

" Either she has been there or she will not 
come." 

" Who is she ? " 

" What o'cIock is it ? " 
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*' Ten o'clock. Whom art thou looking lor 
through the window?" 

"The widów." 

" The widów? Who is she? " 

" I fear that she is sick." 

" Is she thy acquaintance7" 

" Evideiitly. If I did not know her I should 
not be occupied with her." 

" Weil, that is elear," answered Yosef. 
"Let us go in." 

He raised the door-latch; they entered. 

A smoky, hot atmosphere surrounded them. 
At some distance in the hall faces of various 
ages were visible. Amid clouds of smoke, 
which dimmed the light of the wali lamps, and 
outbursts of laughter, wandered the tones of 
a piano, as if wearied and indilTerent The 
piano was accompanied by a guitar, on which 
thnimmed at intervals a tali, slender youth, with 
hair cut close to his skuli and with scars on 
his face. He played with long fingers on the 
strings carelessly, fixed his great blue eyes on 
the ceiling, and was lost in meditation. 

The person sitting at the piano had barely 
grown out of childhood. He had a milk-white 
complexion, dark hair combed toward the 
back of his head, sweetness on his red łips, and 
melancholy in his eyes, He was delicate, of a 
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slight build of body, and good looldog. It was 
evident that be bad played a long time, for red 
spots on both cbeeks sbowed great weariness. 

Witb tbeir backs to tbe light stood a 
number of men from tbe Finsk region, all 
strong as oaks, and at tbe same time so eager 
for musie of every sort given in tbe restaurant 
tbat tbey formed a circle around tbe player, 
drooped tbeir beads, and listened witb sigbs 
or deligbt 

Other young fellows were on bencbes or in 
armcbairs; a few tender g^rls, of tbe grass- 
bopper order wbo sing away a summer, circled 
here and tbere. It was noisy ; goblets clioked 
in places. In tbe room next tbe bali some 
were playing cards madly, and tbrough a half- 
open door tbe face of one player was visible. 
Just tben be was ligbting a cigar at a caodle 
standing on the comer of a table, and tbe 
flame either smotbered or ńsing for an Instant 
sboae on his sharply cut featurcs. 

The woman at the refreshment counter ex- 
amined near the light, witb perfect indifference, 
tbe point of the pen witb wbich sbe entcred 
down daily sales; at ber side, leaning on a 
table, slumbered ber assistant in wondrous 
oblivion. A cat sitting on a comer of the 
counter opened bis eyes at moments, and tben 
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closed them with an expressioa of philosophic 
calcn and dignity. 

Yosef cast a glance around the assembly. . 

" Ho ! How art thou, Yosef? " called a num- 
ber of voice3. 

" I am well. How are ye? " 

" Hast come for good?" 

" For good." 

" I present him as a member of this respected 
society. Do thou on thy part know once for 
all the duty of comiog berę daily, and the privi- 
lege of never sleeping in human fashion," said 
Gustav. 

" As a member ? So much the better I Soon 
thou wilt hear a speech. — Hei, there, Augus- 
tinovich, begin ! " 

From that room of card-players came a 
young man with stooping shoulders and a 
head almost bald, ugly ia appearance. He 
threw his cap on a table, and sitting in aa 
armchair began, — 

" Gentlemen 1 If ye will not remain quiet, 
I shall begin to speak leamedly, and I know, 
my dear fellows, that for you there is nothing 
on earth so of!ensive as learned discout^es. In 
Jove's name ! Silence, I say, silence ! I shall 
begin to discourse leamedly." 

Indeed, under the influence of the Łhreat 
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silence reigned for a season. The speaker 
looked around in triumph, and contjnued, — 
" Gentlemen I If we have met herc, we have 
met to seek in rest itself the remembratice of 
bitter moments, ["Very well,"] Some one wilt 
say that we meet here every night [" Very 
well."] I come here nightly, and I do not 
dream of denying it; I do not deny, either, 
that I am here on this occasion I [Applause ; 
the speaker brightens and continues.] Silence I 
Werę I forced to conclude that every effort of 
minę which is directed toward giving a practical 
tum to our meetings is shatteted by generał 
frivolousness, for I can cali it generał [" You 
can, you can I "], not directed by the current 
of universal agreement which breaks up in its 
very beginning [" Consider, gentlemen, in its 
very beginning "J the uniform efforts of indi- 
viduals — if efiForts marked by the regular ob- 
ject of uniting disconnected thoughts into 
some organie whole, will never issue from the 
region of imagination to the morę real field of 
action, then, gentlemen, I am the first, and I 
say that there are many others with me who 
will agree to opposc the sense of the methods 
of our existence so far [Applause], and will 
take other methods [" Yes, yes ! "] obliging, if 
not all, at least the chosen ones [Applause]." 
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"What does thismean?" asked Yoscf. 

" A speech," answered Gustav, shrugging hU 
shoulders. 

" With what object?" 

" But how does that concem any one ? " 

" What kind of person is he ? " 

" His name is Augustinovich. He has a 
good head, but at this moment he is drunk, 
his words are confused. He knon^, however, 
what he wants, and, as God lives, he is rigbt" 

" What does he want ? " 

" That we ahould not meet heie in vain, that 
our meetings should have some object. But 
those present laugh at the object and the 
speech. Of oecessity the change would bring 
dissension into the freedom and repose which 
thus far have retgned in these meetings." 

" And what object does Augustinovich wish 
to give them?" 

" Literary, scientific." 

" That would be welL" 

" I bave told him that he is right If some 
one else were to make the proposal, the thing 
would pass, perhaps," 

" Weil, but in his case." 

" On eveiything that be touches he leaves 
traces of his own ridiculousness and humilia- 
tion. Have a care, Yoscf I Thou in truth art 
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not like him in anytiiing so far as I know, but 
here any inan's feet may slip, if not ia one, in 
another way." 

Gustav looked wtth misty eyes on Augus- 
tinovicłi, shnigged his shoulders, and con- 
tinued, — 

" Fate fixed itself wonderfully on that man. 
I tell thee that he is a collection of all the 
capacities, but he has little character. He has 
lo^y desires, but his deeds are insignificant, aa 
eternal dissension. There is no balance be- 
tween his desires and his strength, hence he 
attains no result" 

A number of Yosefs acąuaintances ap- 
proached ; at the glass conyersation grew 
generał. Yosef inąuired about the University. 

"Do all the studente live together?" 

" Impossible," answered one of Ihe Othu- 
anians. "There are people here of all the 
most varied conceptions, hence there are Ta- 
rious cotcries." 

" That is bad." 

" Not tnie I I admit unity as to certain 
higher objects; the unity of Hfe in common 
is impossible, so there is no use in striving 
for it" 

" But the German Untversities? " 

" In those are societies which Uve in them- 
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selves only. A life of feelings and thoughts, 
at least among us, should agree with practice ; 
therefore dissension in feelings and thoughts 
produces dissension in practice." 

" Then will you never unitę? " 

" That, again, is something difTerent. We 
shall unitę in the interest of the University, or 
in that which conceras all. For that matter, 
I think that the contradictions which appear 
prove our yitality; they are a sign that we 
live, feel, and think. In that is our unity;, 
that which separates unites us." 

" Under what banner do you stand, then ? " ' 

" Labor and suffering. We have no dis- 
tinguishtng name. Those who are peasant 
enthusiasts cali us ' bakei^s apprentices.' " 

" How so?" 

"According to facts. Life will teach thee 
what these mean. Eacb one of us tries to live 
where there is a bakery, to become acąuainted 
with the baker, and gain credit with him. 
That is our method ; he tnists us. The mar 
jori^ of us eat nothing warni, but a cake 
on credit thou wilt get as long as thou 
wishest." 

" That is pleasant ! " 

" Besides our coteric, which is not united by 
very strong bonds, there are peasant enthu- 
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nasts. Antonevich oi^anized and formed 
them. Rylsłd and StempkoYski led them for 
a time, but to-day these are all fools who 
know not wbat they want, they talk Little Rua- 
sian and drink common vodka — tłiat is tiie 
whole raatter." 

"And what other coteries are there?" 

" Clearly outlined, there are no morę ; but 
there are various shades. Some are coonected 
by a communion of scientific ideas, others 
by a connnon social standpoint Thou wilt 
łind berę democrats, aristocrats, liberała, oltra- 
montanes, frollckers, women-hunters, idlers, 
if thou wish, and finalty sunburnt laborers." 

" Who passes for the strongest bead ?" 

" Among students ?" 

"Yes." 

" That depends on the brancb. Some say 
tiiat Augustinovich knows much; I will add 
that he does not know it well. For coo- 
nected solid work and science Gustay is 
distinguished." 

"Ahl" 

" But they talk variously about him. Some 
cannot endure him. By Iiving with him thou 
wiit estimate the man best, — for example,his 
relations with the widów. That is a senti- 
mental bit of conduct; another manwould not 
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have acted as he has. Indeed, it is not easy 
to get on with her now." 

" I have heard Gustav speak of her, but tell 
me once for all, what sort of woman is she? " 

" She is a young person acquainted with all 
of us. Her history is a sad one. She fell in 
love with Potkanski, a jurist, and loved him 
perhaps madly. I do not femember those 
times — I reraember Potkansk!, however. He 
was a gifted fellow; very wealthy and indus- 
trious; in his day he was the idol of his 
comrades. How he came to know Helena, I 
cannot tell you ; it is explamed variously. This 
only is certain, that they loved each other 
to the death. She was not morę than eighteen 
years of age. At last Fbtkansld determined to 
many her. It is difHcult to describe what his 
family dtd to preveat him, but Potkanski, an 
energetic man, stuck to his point, and married 
her despite every hindrance. Their married 
life lasted one year. He fell ill of typhotd 
on a sudden, and died leaving her on the 
Street as it were, for his family seized all his 
property. A child which was living when he 
died, died also soon after. The mdow was left 
alone, and had it not been for Gustav — well, 
she would have peńshed," 

" What did Gustav do? " 
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" Gustav did wondeti. With wretched 
means he prosecuted tbe Potkanskis. God 
knows whether he would have won the case, 
for that is a family of magnates, but he did this 
much; to avoid scandal, they engaged to pay 
the widów a slight Hfe annuity." 

" He acqultted himself bravely I " 

" Of course he did, of course he did I Leave 
that to him I What energy I And remember 
it was during his first year at the Uniyersi^, 
without acąuaintances, in a strange city, with- 
out means. And it is this way, my dear: a 
rich man can, a poor man must, help himself." 

"But what obligation had he toward the 
widów ? " 

" He was Potkanski's friend, but that is still 
little ; he ]oved her before she became Potlcan- 
5ki's wife, perhaps, but held aloof; now he 
makes no concealment" 

"But she?" 

" Oh, front the time of the misfortunes 
through which she passed tbe woman has 
fallen into uttertorpor; she has become insane 
simply. She does not know what is happen- 
ing to her, she is indifferent to eveiything. But 
beyond doubt thou wilt see her on this occasion, 
for she comes here every evening." 

" And with what object? " 
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" I say that she is a maniąc. The report ts 
that she madę the acąuaintance of Fotkanski 
here, so now she does not believe, It seems, 
that he is dead, and she goes around every- 
where, as maniacs do usually. In fact, were he 
to rise from the dead, and not go to her 
straightway, she would surely ńnd him here, 
nowhere else. We remind her, perhapSt of 
Fotkanski ; many students used to visit them." 

" Does Gustav permit her to come here?" 

" Fotkanski never would have permitted her 
to come, but Gustav does not forbid her any- 
thing." 

" How does she treat Gustav? " 

" Like a table, a bench, a plate, or a bali of 
thread. She seems not to see him, but she 
does notavoid him, — she is always indifferent, 
apathetic. That must pain htm, but it is his 
afFair. — Aht theresheisl thatwomancoming 
in on the right" 

When the widów entered, it grew somewhat 
silent The appearance of that mysterious 
ńgure always produced an impression. Of 
stature a little morę than medium, slender ; she 
had a long face, bright blond hair, and dark 
eyes; her shoulders and bosom were rather 
slight, but she had the round plumpness of 
maiden forms ; a forehead thrown back in a 
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way scatcely discemible. She was pensive, 
and as dignińed as if of marble. Her eyes, 
deeply set beneath her forehead, as it were io 
a shadow, were peacilled above with one deli- 
cate arch of brow. Those eyes were marvel- 
lous, steel-colored ; they gleamed like poUshed 
metal, but that was a genuine light of steel. It 
was light apd nothing morę ; under the glitter 
wanntli and deptb of thought were lacking. 
One migłit have said of those eyes, " They 
lock, but they see not" They gave no idea of 
aa object, they only reflected it- They werc 
cold beyond description ; we will add that their 
lids almost never blinked, but the pupils pps- 
sessed a certain movenient as if investigating, 
inquiring, seeking; still the movement wa? 
mechanical. 

The rest of the widow's face answered to her 
eyes. Her mouth was pressed downward a 
Uttle, as might be the case in a statuę; the 
coniplexion monotonous, duli, pale, had a 
swarthy tinge. She was neither very charm- 
ing nor very beautiful; she was accurately 
pretty. 

This in the woman was wonderful, that 
tbough her face was torpid apparently, she 
-Jjiad in her whole person something which 
attracted the mascuUne side of human natprę 
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uiexpUcably. In that lay ber charm. She 
was statuesque to the highest degre^ but to 
tlie bigbest degree also a woman. Sbe at- 
tracted and also repelled. Gustav felt tbis 
besŁ It was difficult to reconcUe witb tbat 
cold torpor the impression wbich she pro- 
duced, which seemed as it were not of ber, 
but aside from ber. 

She was like a sleeping flower; pain bad so 
put ber to sleep. In reality the blows which 
sbe bad received were like strokes of an axe 
on tbe bead. Let us remember that in the 
career of tbe woman brief moments of bappi- 
ness were closed by Łwo coffins. As a maiden 
sbe bad loved ; be wbom sbe bad loved was no 
lon^er alive. As a wife sbe bad given birth to 
a cbild; the child was dead. That which 
law bad given ber, wbich bad been the cause 
and efTect of ber life, bad vanisfaed. Thence- 
fortb sbe ceased to live, she only existed. 
Imagine a plant which is cut at tbe top 
and tbe root ; such was Helena. Tom from 
tbe past and debaired from the futurę, at 
lirst sbe borę witbia faer a dim belief tbat a 
sbameful injustice bad been wrought on ber. 
At tbe moment of her pain sbe threw out, 
it is diflicult to know at whom, this ques- 
tion, as unfatbomable as the bottomless pit: 
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Why ha3 this happened? No answer came 
from the blue firmament, or the earth, or 
the fields, or the forest ; the injustice re- 
mained injustice. The sun shone and the 
birds sang on as before. Then that unfoitu- 
nate heart withdrew into itself with its own 
pain and became deadened. 

No answer came, but her mind gprew diseased 
— she lost belief in the death of her husband, 
she thought that he had taken the weeping 
child in his arms and gone somewhere, but 
that he might retum any moment Then, 
altogether incapable of another thought, she 
sought him with that bitter mechanical move- 
ment of the eyes. She went to the restaurant, 
tbinking to find him there where she had madę 
his acquaintance. 

Unfortunately she did not die, but found a 
va1iaat arm which strove to snatch her from 
error, and a breast which wished to give her 
warmth. The effort was vain, but it saved her 
life, GustaY^s Iove secured her rescue and 
protection, as it were by the tenure of a spider- 
web which did not let her go from the earth. 
His voice cried to her, "Stay," and though 
there was no echo in her, she remained, 
without witness of herself, indifferent, a thing, 
not a human being. 
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Such was tbe widów. 

She entered the room and stood near the 
door, like a stone statuę, iti gloomy majesty. 
It was warm and smoky around her, the last 
sounds of a song were quiveriDg in the air yet. 
A iittle coarse and a little dissolute was the 
song, and on that impure background bloomed 
the widów like a water-lily on a turbid pool. 

Silence came. They respected her in that 
place. In her presence even Augustinovich 
became endurable. Some remembered Fot- 
kanski, others inclined their heads before her 
misfortune. There were also those who 
revered her beauty. The assembly assumed 
in her presence its seemliest aspect. 

Gustav brought up an armchair to Fani 
Helena, and taking her warm shawl went to 
a comer to Yosef, who, attracted and aston- 
ished, tumed his gleaming eyes at the widów. 

Gustav began a conversation wJth him. 

" That is she," said he, in an undertone. 

" I understand." 

" Do not show thyself to her much. The 
poor woman ! every new face brings her dig- 
appointment, she is always looking for her 
fausband." 

"Art thou acquainted with her long? " 

" This is the second year. I was a witness 



N Google 



36 /» ytun 

and best man at Potkan3ki's weddtng." Gustav 
smiled bitterly. "Sioce his death I see her 
daily." 

" Vasilkevich says that tbou hast givea her 
aid and protection." 

" I have, and I have not; some one had to 
attend to that, and I occupied myself with it^ 
but such protection as minę — Do wfaat h 
possible, work, &y, run — misery upon misety I 
so that sometimes despair seizes hołd of a 
man." 

"But the family?" 

"Whrt famUy?" 

" His." 

"Tbey injure her I" cued Gustav, with 
violen£e. 

" But tfaey are rich, are they not? " 

" AristDcrats I HypocritesJ They and I 
have a(d iinisbed yet They will remember 
long the injustice done to this dove. Listen 
to me, Yosef. Werę a Uttle child of tiiiat family 
to beg a morsel of bread of me from huoger, 
X would rather tbrow &t btead to a dog." 

" Oh, a romance ! " 

"Wrong me not, Yosef. I am poor, I 
waste no words. Fotkanski when in the 
hospital regained consciousness just before 
^ath, and said, 'Gustay, to thee I leave 
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my wife ; care for her.' I answered, ' I will 
care for her.' 'Thou wilt not let her die of 
faunger?' 'I will not,' said I. 'Let no one 
ofiend her; take yengeance on any one who 
tries to do her an injury.' ' As God is merciful 
in Ijfe to me, I will avenge her,' said I. He 
quenched after tha^ like a candle. There thou 
hast the whole story." 

"Not the whole story, not all, brotherl " 

" VasUkevich told thee the rest. Very well I 
I will repeat the same to thee. I have no one 
OQ earth, neither father nor mother. I myself 
am in daily waot, and she alone binds me 
to life." He indicated the widów with bis 
eyes. 

And here Yosef, littk experienced yet, 
bad a chance to estimate what passion is ^en 
it rises in a youthful breast and adds fire to 
one's blood. That diy and bent Gustav 
seemed to bim at that moment to gala strength 
and vigor; he seemed to him loftier, morę 
manly; he shook his hair as a lion shakes bis 
mane, and on his face a flush appeared. 

" Weil, gentlemen," begaa Vasilkevich, " the 
hour is late, and sleep is not aw^ting all of us 
after leaving this meetiog-place. One morę 
song, and then whoso wishes may say his good- 
night." 
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He of the inaiden face who sat at the piano 
struck some well-known notes, then a few 
youthful voices sounded, but afterward a 
whole chorus of them raised the song dear 
to students, "Gaudeamus" (Let us rejoice). 

Yosef went nearer the piano than others. 
He stood with his side face tumed to the 
widów, under the light; but the lamp hanging 
near the wali cast his profile in one linę of 
light. After a while the wJdoWs eyes fell 
on that linę, connecting it unquietly with her 
own thoughts. On a sudden she rosę, as pale 
as marble, with a feverish gleam in her eyes, 
stretched forth her arms, and cried, — 

" My Kazimir, I have found thee I " 

In her voice were heard hope, alarm, joy, 
and awakening. Ali were silent. Every eye 
turned toward Yosef, and a quiver ran through 
those who had known Fotkanski. In the light 
and shade that tali, strong figurę seemed a 
repetition of the dead man. 

" I was not careful," muttered Gustav, on 
his way home about daybreak. " H'm t well, 
her trouble bas passed, but she was excited I 
He is really like him — The devils take itl 
But the cursed asthma stiSes me to-day." 
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CHAPTER ri 



YoSEF meditated long over the choice of his 
course. "I have given my elear word of 
honor not to waste myself in life, therefore I 
meditate," said he to Yasilkeyich. 

And herc it must be confessed that the 
University roused him in no common manner. 
From yarious points of the world youth jour- 
neyed thither, like lines of storks, Some were 
entering to satisfy their mental thirst, others 
were going away. Some hurried in to gain 
knowledge as bees gather honey. They as- 
sembled, they scattered, they went in crowds, 
they drew from science, they drew from them- 
selves, they drew from life. They gave anima- 
tion and they received it, they spared life 
or th^ 3quandered it, they pressed forward, 
they halted, they fell, they conąuered, and 
they were broken with their lives. Bathing in 
that sea, some of them were drowned, others 
swam to shore. Movement, uproar, activity 
dominated immensely. 

The Univetsity was like a generał ovarium 
where brains were to be propagated. It 
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opened every year, giving forth ripe fruits, and 
taking in straightway new nursUngs. Men 
were born there a second time. It was beauti- 
ful to see how youth, like waves of water, 
rolled forth to the world yearly, bearing light 
to the ignorant, as it were provisions to the 
human ńeld. To such a sea the boat of life 
brought Yosef. Where was he to attach him- 
self? Yarious coursea of study, like harbors, 
enticed him. Whither was he to tum ? He 
meditated long; at last he sailed in. 

He chose the medical course. 

" Happen what may, I must be rich," said 
he, deciding the guestion of choice. 

But this decision was only because Yosef, 
with his open mind, had immense regard 
for the secrets of science. Both literaturę 
and law attracted him, but natural sciences 
he looked on as the triumph of human 
thought. He had brought even from school 
this opinion of those sciences. In his school 
there had been a young teacher of chemistry, 
a great enthusiast, who, placing his hand on 
his heart, spoke thus one day to those of his 
pupils who were finishing their course, — 

"Believe me, my boys, exccpt natural 
science there is nothing but guesswork." 

It is true that the prcfect of the school while 
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closing relig^ous exercises, aflirmed that only 
the science of the Church can bring man to 
everlasting happihess. At this Yosef, whom 
the prefect had already called a " ffile heretic," 
madę such an ugly grimace that he roused 
tiie laughter of all who were present, but he 
drew down on his owo head thunders partly 
deserved. 

So he chose the medical course. 

Yasilkeyich influenced hlm in this regard. 
Vasilkevich, a student himself, had, rightiy or 
wrongly, an immense influence on his com- 
rades. It happened that at a students' talk 
a certain grammarian, a philologist, showed 
with less truth than hypocrisy that a man 
given to science should devote himself to it 
exclU3ively, forget flie world, forget happi- 
ness, and incaraate himself in science, — be 
simply its expression, its basis, its word. In 
this deduction there was morę of false enthu- 
siasm and stlltedness than sincerity. " People 
tell us," continued the speaker, " that an Ice- 
landic fisherman, who had forgotten himself in 
gazing at the aurora borealis, did not guard 
against currents. The waters borę him away 
to deep places, and he, with eyes- fixed on 
those northem lights, became entirely niddy 
in their gleams, till at last the spirit of the 
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abyss borę him away and confined him under 
the glassy wave, but in the jisherman's eyes 
the lights remained pictured. 

" There is science and life 1 " added he. 
" The maa who bas once inclined his fore- 
head before science may let the wayes of life 
bear him to any depth, the light will remain 
with him." 

There are principles in the world which one 
does not recognize, but to come out against 
them a man needs no smali share of courage. 
So among students one and another were 
silent, but Vasilkevich panted angrily and rosę 
from his seat; at last he burst out, — 

" Tfu ! empty words I Let a German con- 
sort himself in that way wlth science, not us 1 
In my mind science is for men, not men for 
science. Let the German tum himself Into 
a parchmenŁ Tby fisherman was a fool. If 
he had worked with his oar, he might have 
seen the lights and brought fish to his children. 
But again look at the question in thisway: 
Poor people sufTer and perish from hunger 
and cold, and wilt thou tear thyself free of the 
world and be for men a burden instead of an 
assistance ? 

" Oi, Tetvin, Tetvin I " This was the name 
of the previous speaker. " Consider the sease, 
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not the sound of thy words. Thou art able 
to unitę folly with reason I To-day it seems 
to thee that thou wilt predict łuck from a 
few faded cards. Not tnie ! When the mo- 
ment comes and thy breast aches about the 
heart, thou wilt yearn honestly for happiness 
in love. For example, in Lithuania, I have 
a pair of old people in a cottage, my father 
and mother, as white as doves, and one of 
them says to the other things of me which 
are beyond my merits, things which might be 
told of a goiden ldng'5 son. What would 
my worth be were I to shut myself up in a 
book, not think of them, and neglect them in 
their old age? Nonę whatever. — Weil, I 
come here and I forget neither science nor 
them nor myself. And I am not alone. 
Every man who tills a ńeld has the rigbt to 
eat bread from It. That to begin with I Sci- 
ence is science; let not a scholar tear himself 
loose from life, let him not be an incompe- 
tent. A scholar is a scholar; but if he can- 
not button his shirt, if he does not support 
his own children, and has no care for his 
wife? Why not reconcile the practice of 
life with science? Why not bring science 
into one*s career and enliven science itself 
Witt life?" 
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Thus spoke Vasilkevich. He spoke and 
panted with excitemenŁ 

The point is not in this whether he spoke 
truth or falsehood ; we have repeated the con- 
yersation because Yosef, by naturę inclined to 
be practical, took it to heart ; he considered, 
meditated, thought, and chose the medical 
course. 

Happen what may, a man brings to the 
world certain tendencies. 

Yosefs mind was realistic by naturę, in 
some way he clung rather to things than 
ideas — he had therefore no love for dialectics 
of any sort. He preferred greatly to see an 
object as it was, and had no wish to have it 
seem better than it was. The movement of 
mind in men's heads is of twosorts: one starts 
eternally from the centrę of existence, the other 
refers each object to some other. Men of the 
iirst kind enter into things already investigated, 
and give them life by connecting them with 
the main source of existence by a very slender 
thread of knowledge. The first are the so- 
called creative capacities; the second grasp 
things in some fashion, compare them, classify 
them, and understand them only through ar- 
ranging and brin^ng them into classes, — those 
are the scientific capacities. The first men 



jNGoogle 



I 



In Vain 35 

are bom to create, the second to investtgate. 
The difference between them is like that be- 
tween a spendtbrift and a miser, between 
exhaling and inhaling. It is difGcult to tell 
which is the better: the first have the gift 
of creating; the second of developing, and 
above all of digesting. In the second this 
is active; tnie, the stomach has that power 
aiso. A perfect balance between these powers 
constitutes genius. In such a case there is a 
natural nced of broad movements. 

Yosef had the second capacity, the classify- 
ing. He not oniy had it, but he knew that he 
had it; this conviction preserved him in life 
from many mistakes, and gave a certain balance 
to his wishes and capacities. He never under- 
took a thing that for him was impossible. He 
calculated with himself. And, Anally, he had 
much enthusiasm, which in his case might have 
been called persistence in science. Having 
a mind which was fond of examining every- 
thing soberly, he vranted to see everything 
well; but to see well one must know thor- 
oughly. He was unable to guess, he wished 
to know. 

This was why he never learned anything 
half-way. As a spider surrounds a dy, he sur- 
rounded his subject of investigation diligently 
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with a network of diought, he drew it into 
hitnself; it might be said that he sucked it out 
of the place where it was and finally digested 
it His tboughts had also a high degree of 
activit>r. He desired, a natural attribute of 
youth. He was free of conceit Freąuently 
be rejected an opinion acccpted by all, 
specially for this reason, that it had impoi> 
tance behind it It must be confessed, how- 
ever, that in this case he endeavored to find 
everything that was against it; when he did 
not find enough, he yielded. He had, bc- 
sides, no little energy in thinking and doing. 

Ali this composed his strength, his weapon, 
partly acquired, partty natural. We forgot to 
say that he had in addition two thousand 
rubles. 

When he had estimated these supplies, be 
betook himself to medicine. But the greater 
the enthusiasm with which he betook himself 
to his specialty the morę was he disenchanted 
at first. He wanted to know, but now only 
memory was required. In that case any man 
might succeed; at least it was a ąuestion of 
memory and will, not of reason. One needed 
a memory of the eyes, a memory of the hands ; 
one had to put into the head seriously the ńrst 
and second and tenth, from time to time like 
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grain into a storehouse. That was well-nigh 
the work of a handicraftsman; the mental 
organism gained no profit from these sup- 
plies, for it did not digest nor work them 
oven Nutrition was lacking there. The phi- 
losophy of tlie physical structure of organisms 
may be compared in subtlety and in immensity 
of result with all others ; but Yosef was only 
beginning to become acąuainted with the oi> 
ganism itself; indications as to wbether there 
existed any pbilosophy of those sciences were 
not given him tbua far. 

But having once begun he had to wadę 
farther. He waded. Btit the techoical side 
of scientilic labor was disagreeable, thankless, 
fuU of hidden difficulties and unexpected se- 
crets, frequently obscure, often barely visible, 
most frequently repelling, always costing labor. 
One might have said that naturę had de- 
clared war against the human mind at this 
stage. Yosef struggled with tbese morał dif- 
ficulties, but he advanced. That technic had 
a gloomy side also in his eye: it had an 
evil eSect morally. 

It disclosed the end of life without indicat- 
ing whether a continuation existed. The veil 
was removed from death without the leaat 
hesitation. All the deformity of that sub- 
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terraneaa toiler was exhibited with uncon- 
cealed insoleace, That which remained of 
the dead was also a cynical promise to the 
living. Death appeared to say in opea day- 
light, " Till we meet in the darkness I " This 
seemed an announcement bearing terrible 
proofs of the helplessness of man before an 
itnplacable, malicious, loathsome, and shame- 
less power. This power when seen face to 
face, roused in youog minds a vioIent re- 
action, — a reaction expressed in the follow- 
ing manner : " Let us lose no ttme, let us 
make use of life, for sooner or later the 
devils will take everything I " 

In such occupatioas delicacy of feeling 
was dimmed by degrees ; indifference was de- 
graded to coarseness, ambition to envy, 1ove 
passed into passion, passion into impulse. 
Love was Uke the sun seen through a smoked 
glass; one felt the heat, but saw not the 
radiance. 

Yosef warded ofT these impressions ; he 
shook himself free of them, he cast them 
away, and went forward. 

Finally, he had to be tnie to his principle. 
He who has confidence in one career has not 
in another ; that which he has chosen seems 
best to bim. In that which Yosef had chosen 
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eveiything from the time of Hippocrates dowa- 
ward reposed on experieiice. Seeing, hearing, 
tasting, smelling, and feeling are the only cri- 
teria on which the whole immense structure 
stands even in our day. 
, / So men believe, especially young men, as 
the most different in everything from their 
elders. AU that has come to science by ways 
aside from experience, is doubtful. Each man 
judges according to his own thought the ideas 
of others. The hypothesis of anything exist- 
ing outside of experience, even if true, seems 
through such a glass frivolous. " Only inves- 
tigated things have existence. The connec- 
tion between cause and effect is a necessity 
of thought, but only in man. History is a 
chronicie morę or less scandalous; law rests 
on experience of modes of living in society, 
speculation is a disease of the mind.", 

Yosef did not ward off these thoughts, sińce 
they did not hinder him in advancing. 

As to the rest he worked on. 
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CHAPTER III 

A MONTH passed. 

The evening was fair, autumnal ; the sun was 
quenching slowly on the towers of Kieff and 
on the distant grave-mounds of the steppe. 
Its light was still visible on the roof above 
Yosef and Gu5tav. Both were beat over their 
work and, sitting in silencc, used the last rays 
of evening with eagemess. Gustav had re- 
tumed from the city not long before ; he was 
suffering and pale, he panted morę than usual. 
On his face a certain uneasiness was manifest, 
vexation, even pain; this he strove to conceal, 
but still it was evident from the fever of liis 
eyes. Both men were silent It was elear, 
however, that Gustav wished to break the 
silence, for he tumed to Yosef frequently; but 
sińce it seemed as though the first word could 
be spoken only with diflficulty, he sank back 
to his book agaio. At last evident impatience 
was expressed on his face ; he seized his cap 
from the table, and rosę. 

" What o'clock is it now ? " asked he. 
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" Six." 

" Why art thou not going to the widow's ? 
Thou goest every day to visit her." 

Yosef turned toward Gustav, — 

" It was at her request that I went with thee 
to her lodgings the first time. Let us not 
mentian the subjecL I do not care to speak of 
that which would be disagreeable to both of 
us ; for that matter, we understand each other 
perfectly. I will not see the widów to-day, or 
to-morrow, or any day. Thou hast my word 
and hand on that." 

They stood then in silence, Yosef with ex- 
tended hand. Gustav, hesitating and disturbed 
by the awkward position, finally pressed the 
palm of his comrade. 

Evidently words came to both with difGcuIty ; 
one did not wish to use heartfelt expressions, 
the other heartfelt thanks. After a while they 
parted. 

Men's feelings are strange sometimes, and 
the opposite of those which would seem the 
reward of noble deeds. Yosef promised Gustav 
not to see Pani Helena, the widów. Whether 
he loved her or not, that was a sacrifice on his 
part, for in his toUsome and monotonous exi5t- 
ence she was the only bright point around 
which his thought loved to circie. Though 
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thinking about her was only tiie occupatioa 
of moments saatched from hard labor and 
devoted to rest and mental freedom, to re- 
nounce such moments was to deprive rest of 
its charm, it was to remove a motive from life 
at a place where feeling might bud out and 
blossom. 

Yosef, after thinking a Uttle, did this with- 
out hesitadon. He madę a sacriHce. 

Still, when Gustav had gone from tbe room, 
there was oo Yosef s face an expressioa of dis- 
taste, even anger. Was that regret for the past, 
or for the deed done a moment before? 

No. 

When he extended his hand to Gustav, the 
latter hesitated in taking it Not to accept a 
sacriEce given by an energetic soul is to cover 
tbe deed of sacrifice itself with a shadow of 
ridicule ; and this in the mind of him who 
makes the sacrifice is to be ungrateful, and to 
cast a grain of deep hatred into tbe rich field 
of vanity. . 

But to accept a rival's sacrifice is for a soul 
rich in pride to place one's own " I " under the 
feetofsomeother man morally; it is to receive 
smali coppers of alms thrust hastily into a 
hand which had not been stretched fortb for 
anything. 
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>^ride prefers to be a creditor rather than a 
debtor. 

There 

his mouth in bitter irony, and muttered through 
his pressed lips. 

Better and better. Favor, favor I Bow down 
now to Fan Yosef daily, and thaok him. A 
pleasant life for thee, Gustav 1 

And he fell into bitter, deep meditatton. He 
ceased even to think of himself, he was merely 
dreaming painfully. He felt a kind of gloomy 
echo in his soul, while striving to summon up 
the remembrance of evea one happy moment 
That echo sounded in him like a broken chord. 
The mind and' soul in the man were divided. 
One tortured half cried hurriedly for rest; the 
other half, energetic and gloomy, strove toward 
life yet. One half of his mind saw light and 
an object; the other turned moodily toward 
night and nothingness. To finish all, there 
was something besides in this sorrowing man 
which madę sport of its own suffering; some- 
thing like a malicious demon which with one 
hand indicated his own figurę to him, pale, 
ugly, bent, and pointed out with the other, as 
it were in the clouds in the brightness of 
morning, Helena Fotkanski, in marble repose, 
in splendid beauty. 
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Tora apart with the tumult of tbis interaal 
battle, he went forward alone, almost witb- 
out knowing whtther, Suddenly he heard 
behind a well-known voice singing in bass 
the glad song : — 

"Hop I hop I hopl hopl 
Aod the hoTMshoe firmly fastened." 

He looked around — it was Yasilkeyich and 
Augustinovich, 

"Whither art thou hastening, Gostav?" 
asked the first 

" I ? Ha I whither — " He looked at his 
watch. " It is too early to visit Pani Helena. 
I am going at present to the club." 
** Weil, go straight to the widów." 
"What? Why?" 

"Woel" exclaimed Augustinovich, raising 
his hand toward heaven ; and without noticing 
passers-by, he fell to declaiming loudly: — 
"The castle where joyoasncBa sounded 
Is shrouded ia mounuDg t<vday ; 
On ita wali the irild weeds are groidng, 
At iU gate the fiithful dog howls." 

"Thoti hast no reason to visit the club," 
added Yasilkeyich. 

"What has happened?" 

" Gloom is there now Jncubating atempest," 
replied Augustinovłch. 
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" But say what ha» happeaed." 

" Misfortune." 

"Of what sort?" 

" Ghastly ! " 

" Vasilkevich, speak in humao fashion ! " 

" The University governinent haa closed our 
club. Some one declared that students assem- 
ble there." 

"When did this happen?" 

" Two łiours sińce." 

"We must go there and learn on the 
spot." 

" I do not advise thee to do so. They will 
put thee in prison." 

" They will bind thy white palms with a 
ropę — " 

"Augustinovich, be quietl Why did they 
not do this in the evening? They might have 
caught us all like fish in a net" 

" Weil, they cared morę for closing the club 
than for seizing us ; but were a man to go now, 
beyond doubt they would seiie him." 

" But whither are ye going?" 

" We are going wIth a watchword of alarm; 
the clans send a fiery cross — " 

" Speak Iow, I beg thee ! " 

" Yes, valiant Rodenc." 

"True, true,"interrupted Vaailkevich; "we 
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are on the way to warn others, so farewell, or 
go with ua." 

"I cannoL" 

" Where wilt thou go?" 

" To Pani Helena's." 

" FarewelL" 

" Till we meet again I " 

When he was alone, Gu5tav nibbed his 
hands, a smile of satisfaction lighted up his 
gloomy face for a moment. He was pleased 
with the closing of the club, for he ceased 
to fear that Helena, on leaming of Yosef s de- 
cision, might wish to visit the club to see him 
there. His fears were well founded. Gustav 
remembered that despite prayers and argu- 
ments he had barely, by the promise of brlng- 
ing Yosef to her lodgings, been able to restrain 
her from this improper step. Now he had 
no cause for fear. 

After a while he pulled tiie beli at the 
widow*s dwelling. 

"How is thy mistress?" asked he of the 
servant girl. 

" She is well, bat walking in the room and 
talking to herself." 

Gustav entered. 

Pani Helena'3 dwelling was composed of two 
narrow chambers, with windows looking out 
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on a garden; tiie first chamber was a smali 
drawing-room, the second she used as a faed- 
chamber, which Gustav now entered. The 
upper part of the window in the bed-chamber 
was divided by a narrow strip of wood from 
the lower part, and had colored panes arranged 
in the form of a Sower, blue and red alternately. 
In one corner stood a smali mahogany table 
covercd with a soft velvet spread. On the table 
stood two portraits ; one in an inlaid wooden 
frame represented a young man with a high 
forehead, blond hair, aod handsome aristo- 
cratic features, — that was Fotkanslci ; the other 
was Fani Helena. On her knees was her little 
daughter dressed in white, Before the por- 
traits lay a garland of immortelles entwined 
with crape and with a sprig of dry myrtle. 

At the opposite end of the room, between 
two beds divided by a narrow space, was a 
smali cradle, now empty, once Blled with the 
twittering and noise of an infant. Its cover, 
colored green by the light of the panes, seemed 
to move slightly. One might have thought 
that a little hand would be thnist ont any mo- 
ment, and a joyous head lock at its mother. 

Silent sadness was in the atmosphere of the 
place. The leaves of the acacia which looked 
in through the window were outlined darkly on 
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the floor, and, moved by the wind, yielded to 
the quivering light and returned agaia. Near 
the door was a smali statuette, representing the 
angel of baptism with hands extended as if to 
bless ; at its feet was a holy-water pot. 

At the moment of whtch we are spealdng 
the head of the angel was bright in colored 
gleams, as ifwith a mild gloiy of sweetness, of 
repose and innocence. There was, moreover, 
great silence in the chamber. The sorrow of 
that day equalled former gladness. What d^ 
light and prattling when Potkansld, retuming 
ia the evening tired with toil, embraced his 
wife with one aim, and putHng back her golden 
hair, kissed her forehead, which at that time 
was calm and serene. How much quiet, deep 
joy when they stood in silence breast to breast 
and eye to eye, like ststues of Love 1 After- 
ward they raa to the cradle where the little 
one, twittering with itself to various ways, and 
raising its tiny feet, laughed at the happy 
parents. 

Now the cradle was empfy. Marve1Iously 
aflfecting was that cradle. It seemed that the 
child was there. 

Morę than once, in the first period of her 
misfortune, the widów, when she woke in the 
night, put her hand carefully into the cradle 
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with the conviction that God must have pitied 
her, and, remoying the child froiu the coflin, 
placed it back in the cradle. 

In a word, those walls had seen much joy, 
lulled by the happiness of serene love, then 
tears as large as pearls, then despair, which was 
silent, deathlike, and finally stubborn, mad. 

Such was the sleeping-room of that widów, 
and such were the thoughts which were roused 
at sight of the apartment, The little drawing- 
room, like all of its kind, had a sort of slight 
elegance and much emptiness. In that cham- 
ber, too, the echoes of past moments seemed 
to wander. It was well Hghted, clean, but 
common; the room of the servant adjoined 
it, — a smali dark closet with an entrance on 
the stairway and a wooden partition. 

Such was the fonner residence of Potkanski. 
After his death it was difEcult to understand 
whence the means came to keep up such lodg- 
ings; this, however, pertained to Gustav, he 
knew what he was doing. There were no 
claims on the part of the owner; how this was 
managed we shall explain somewhat later. 

As often as Gustav entered that dwelling he 
trembled. 

In a place which was fuli of her presence, 
where everything that was not she was for 
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her, he felt always a kind of weight on his 
breast, as if some hand were pressing his 
heart down morę deeply. But that pressure 
was for him delightful. It was a contraction 
of his breast as if to inhale morę air. To be 
pressed down by a feeling of happiness is 
almost to be happy, except that beyond it 
lies an immense shoreless space of desires. It 
inundates the whole man then, enters into his 
blood, manifests itself in the trembling of his 
words, in the glitter of his eyes, That desire 
itself does not know what it wants. Between 
too little and too much there is no boundary 
in the present case. This is the bashful de- 
sire of everything, A man is morę daring 
externally than internally ; his own words 
frighten him ; it seems to him that some one 
else is saying something, he guards bis own 
glances, he wants to laugh spasmodically or 
to burst out sobbing. He loves, he honors, 
he makes an angel of a woman, and then 
desires that same angel as a woman. 

Gustav experienced this when he entered 
the widow's aparttnents. Every kind of de- 
sire which spirit and blood joined together 
can summon, flew to him from all sides, like 
flocks of winged creatures. 

She stood before him. She was pale; on 
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her lips appeared a sllght tracę of ruddiness. 
Her delicate profile was ouUined on the back- 
ground of the window like a silhouette. She 
held a comb in her hand, and, standing before 
the smali silver-franied mirror, was combing 
her hair. Luxiiriant tresses wound like waves 
around her pale forehead. That golden mass 
flowed down over her shoulders and breast, 
and seemed to drop like amber. 

Seeing Gustav, she greeted him with her 
hand and with a barely perceptible smile. 

The widów had emerged from her former 
lethargy. That sudden and violent shock which 
the sight of Yosef at the restaurant had called 
forth roused her, ealivened her. She began to 
think. One thing alone was she unable at first 
to expl3in. Yosefs form was so confounded 
in her mind with that of Potkanski that she 
did not know herself which was her former 
husband. That was the remnant of her ia- 
sanity. But soon a ray of light returned to 
that beclouded mind. She begged Gustav to 
Ict her see Yosef. Gustav, though unwilling, 
agreed to this. With yearning did she wait 
for the evening when she was to lock at that 
reminder of her former happiness. Not Yosef 
was she seeking, but the reminder; hcnce he 
was for ber an absolute necessity. 



N Google 



52 In Vain 

Then gradually and quite imperceptibly the 
past changed mto the present, the dream tnto 
a reality. Yosef, notJng this, had promised 
Gustav not to visit her ; to prepare Helena 
and announce this news to her pertained to 
Gustav. 

It was easy to foresee the impression which 
this would make. She clasped her hands and 
threw back her head. A torrent of hair cov- 
ered her shoulders with a nistle. 

" Where shall I see him? " asked she, insist- 
ently. 

Gustav was silent. 

" I must see him here or elsewhere. He is 
so hke Kazimtr — ■ My God, I live entirely 
by that memory, Pan Gustav." 

Gu5tav was silent. He was madę almost 
indignant by that blind egotism of Pani Helena. 
The drama began to play in him again. She 
begged him to do eyerything to undermine his 
own happiness. No ! to act thus he would 
have to be a fool. But on the other hand — 
it was Helena who madę the prayer. He bit 
his lips till the blood came, and was silent 
Moreover, something belongs to him even from 
life. Everything that in him madę up the man 
opposed her prayers with desperate energy. 
Meanwhile she continued to urge, — 
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" Fan Gu5tav, you will arrange so that I 
shall see htm? I wish to see him. Why do 
you do me such an injusticeP" 

Cold sweat covered Gustay^s forehead; he 
stretched his hands to his face, and in a gloomy 
voice answered, — 

" I do you no injustice, but " — here his voice 
quivered, he madę an effort not to fali at 
her feet and ery out, " But I love thee, do 
not torturę me I " — " he does not wish to 
come here," concluded he, almost inaudibly. , 

He would have given much to avoid this 
moment. Helena covered her face with her 
hands and dropped into the armchair. Silence 
continued for a while, and the rusUing of leaves 
was heard outside the window; inside the 
soul of a man was writhing in a conflict with 
itself. To bring Yosef, to take Helena from 
him, was for Gustav to unbridle misfortune. 

The struggle was brief; he knelt before 
Helena, and putting hts lips to her hand, said 
in a broken voice, — 

" I shall do what I can. He will come here. 
What am I to any one? HewllI come, but I 
cannot tell when — I will bring him myself." 

Soon after, in Ieavtng the widow's lodgings, 
he muttered through his set teeth, — 

" Yes, he will come; but it is not I who will 
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bring him — he will come ia a month — in two 
montbs — perbaps I shall be at rest" 

An attack of coughing interrupted further 
meditatioii. Gu8tav wandered through tbe 
str«ets for a long time; when he retumed 
home, it strucle two in the church belfiy. 

Yosefwas sleeping; he was breathing uni- 
formly, quietly; the Ught of the lamp fell on 
his high forehead and open breasŁ Gustav 
looked feverishly at that breasL His eyes 
gleamed with hatred. He sat thus about an 
hour. AU at once he trembled, he cameto 
himself. A sensation was roused in him en- 
tirely opposite to any which he had felt up to 
that moment, a sensation of hunger; be went 
to the book-shelves, and taklng a piece of 
browa brcad, fell to eatiag it hastily. 
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CHAPTER IV 



AUTUMN was approaching. It was cold in tlie 
rooms of the poorer students. Wrapped in 
their blankets and wearing caps, they warmed 
' themse1ves with study. The rooms of those 
who had something with which to heat their 
stoves were swarming with comrades. No one 
visited the club any longer. At first there 
were efforts to select some other place for a 
club, but it ended in nothing, because Gustav 
on the one hand, and on the other Yosef, who 
had acguired considerable influence among 
students, resisted together; morę especially 
Yosef, who held Łhat clubs consumed too much 
time and were of smali utility. He desired 
to introduce reform in tbis regard, and at 
last he succeeded. In spite of all opposing 
opinions he combated for that idea in the 
University. and especially at Vasilkevich's 
rooms, where students met with morę wilUng- 
ness than elsewhere. 

Yasilke^ch roomed with Karvovski, or 
rather the latter with Vasilkcvich, for though 
Karvovski was very wealthy (he was that pale 
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youth who had played on the ptano to his 
comrades ia the club) and paid by far ^e 
greater part of the rent for their lodgings, the 
soul and the pivot of this małe housekeeping 
was our Lithuanian. 

The friendship between these two young 
men desenred admiration and even envy. One, 
delicate, pampered, beautiful, with a head fuli 
of the loftiest dreams, mild-mannered and be- 
loved of all, slipped lightly through life in 
comfort and plenty. The other, a genuine 
Lithuanian, ugly in appearance, pock-marked, 
with closely cut hair and flashing eyes, viva- 
cious, laborious, energetic, and profoundly in- 
structed, was for the ńrst as a guardian or 
elder brother. 

Vasilkevich possessed a warm heart, and 
was madę, as the phrase rans, for the palm of 
the hand. Once when Karvovski fell danger- 
ously ill, he nursed him night and day with 
real unparalleled self-denial, and when at last 
he recovered, the Lithuanian wept and scolded 
him from delight " Oh, thou jester," said he, 
" what a trick for thee to fali ill ; but just tiy 
it a second time 1 " 

The students called them a chosen pair, and 
an old bltnd grandfather (minstrel) of the 
Ukrainę who begged not far from their lodgings 
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and to whom they gave frequent alms, spoke 
of them as the " kind-hearted youag lords." 

Many circumstances united them, but es- 
pecially one which we shall mention imme- 
diately. They spent a summer vacation in 
the country at Karvovski's, Karvovski had 
a sister, weakly and not comely, but with 
wonderful kindness of heart, quiet, calm, a 
genuine angel, with a sunburnt little face and 
a fragile figurę. That young maiden was Ioved 
by Vasilkevich ; he loved her in his own way, 
very deeply, with faith in her and in his love, 
and, what la morę, she loved him. Her parents 
did not know much of the matter, or if they 
did know they had no wish to binder the 
young people. The maiden was iU-favored, he 
was bonest and reliable ; these facts balanced 
the smali inequality of social positton. More- 
over, they did not wish to deprive their son of 
a society which in eyery regard could be 
only of use to him. 

This Lithuanian had another good side ; he 
loved his parents beyond everything, — the 
"old people," as he called them. These old peo- 
ple lived in remotest Jmud, near Livonia; they 
were poor, their son helped them. His father 
was a forester. The old man had a smali home 
in the wildemess ; round about him the forest 
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sounded and the wave plashed; beyond the 
forest,and the wave were other forests and 
otherwayes, — a remote comer it was behind 
the lakes. The devil lived there, according 
to local traditions, but somehow that devil did 
not trouble the old people. Sitch was the place 
in whtch Vasilkevich first saw the light of day, 

When as a boy he went fishing, he met 
ducks beyond the lakę, he found nests in the 
swamps. He was of a healthy and acŁive dis- 
position. Naturę had cradled him; he was 
taught by birda, water, and trees. From the 
fern of the forest to the birch which knew not 
where in the heaven3 to put its head, all was 
for him a book the first words of which he 
himself leamed to read. The birds of the 
Cooioionwealth explained their laws to him; 
once he saw how beavers madę dams with 
'their tails in the rivers ; he knew that by fol- 
lowing the voice of the bee-eater he could ńnd 
hidden bee-nests; he knew how to take their 
young from the badgers, He even brought 
home young wolves to the house with him. 

When he had grown up sufiiciently, his 
father taught him to read ; the old man drew 
out of a box aome rusty coins, and sent the 
boy to school; then difhcult times set in. 
There was need to leam ; so he learned. It 
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would be a long tale to tell how much and 
what he passed through before he reached the 
University and began to be the man whom 
we know at preaent. 

His parents returned his love a hundred-fold. 
In truth, they were a pair of doves whitened 
by age, loving each otKer, in agreemenł and 
happiness. 

Happiness and peace dwelt in that cottage. 
Such bright spots on the earth are met with, 
though rarely, like oases in a desert. The old 
people cnjoyed each other, and went side by 
side as in the first days after marriage ; they 
called each other falcon and berry. What joy 
there was when that son came home for vaca- 
tion, no tongue can tell, no pen can describe. 
With Vasilkevich came Karvovski. The old 
people loved and petted him aiso, but he was 
not for them as their Yasek, whom they simply 
called " Ours." 

Often when the young men were tired from 
racing a whole day through the wilderness, 
the old people after going to bed talked 
in a Iow voice about them. This is what 
Karvovski heard once through their chamber 
partition, — 

"He is a handsome boy, that Karvovski," 
said the old man. 
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" But ours is handsomer," answered the old 
woman. 

" Oh, handsomer, handsotner I " 

Meanwhile that " Ours " was what is called 
ugly, but through the prism of parental love 
he seemed the most beautiful on earth. It 
is not reality itself, but the heart with which 
we approach it that gtyes tbings tbeir form 
and color. 

But let us return to Kieff and to our ac- 
ąu^ntances. 

It is nothing wonderful that with such hosts 
as Vasilkevich and Karvovsld their dwelling, 
in which among otber things stood a perfect 
stove, became a centrę for many students. 
£ven the iotelligence of the University as- 
sembled there; literary eyenings were estab- 
lished. Ali who felt a vein for letters madę 
pubUc their productions ia those rooms. 
The long autumn evenings were turned tnto 
genuine literary sessions. It would be diffi- 
cult to enumerate the burning thoughts which 
were uttered there by youthful lips. 

Vasilkevich, Karvovski, Yosef, in a little 
while Gu5tav, and especially Augustinovtch, 
took the lead in those meetings. Yosef trted 
his creative powers, but somehow he did not 
succeed, he had not the talent simply; he did 
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not knov hov to fasłuon, how to create, how to 
attach his own ideas to that golden thread of 
fantasy which bathes all things in rainbow 
tints before it ^ves them to the world warmed 
and illuminated, or bright as a summer night's 
lightning. 

But in recompense he had another kind of 
power, He judged soundly, and what is morę, 
with keenness. After he had read a produc- 
tion of his own he analyzed it in presence of 
all; joyoua laugbter continued till late in the 
apartments. In Itke manner did he treat the 
productions of others; if he ridiculed the 
chips flew from those first offerings placed on 
the altar of art. He was able so to arrange 
his voice and expression of face to the cur- 
rent of his words that when he wished the 
gloomiest subject roused the most laughter. 
This obtained for him great consideration. 
Those who, feeling a sympathy for the moon, 
struck the sentimentat chords of their hearts, 
dreaded him as they might have dreaded Satan. 

Vasilkevich described his Lithuanian lakes 
and forests pithily. From time to time Karvov- 
ski permitted himself lyric verses in which dew, 
tears, lilies of the vaUey, and sighs spoke with 
each other in the manner of people. In this 
case it was not a question of judgment, but of 
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the love of a village shepherd for a birch of 
the field which aftcr his death " took up and 
withered," according to the words of those 
pathetic verses. 

There were better and worse tiiings in that 
assembly; humor appeared often, but at times 
something superior which was worth listening 
to, especially sińce by degrees through exercise 
and criticism capacities of greater or less power 
were mantfested. 

But Augustinovich towered above eveiy one 
at all times. It happened morę than once, God 
forgive, that he came dnink to the meeting, his 
manuscript cnished, soiled, and writteo frag- 
mentarily on anything ; but when he began to 
read all else was forgotten, the soul clung to bis 
words. Morę than one student used hands 
and head, drew out of himself all that was beat, 
wrote a thing that was morę or less good, but 
common. "That lurking soul" caught up 
a pen right there in the room amid noise and 
conversation, but sheets and sheets flew from 
his hand and dropped under the table. When 
he had finished writing he picked up the 
sheets, arranged them, and sat down with 
indifference ; but all listened, and morę than 
one man envied him secretly. His figures 
were as if Iiving, so complete were they ; under 
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the wave of his words thought flowed in a 
hundred colors, like a serpent glittermg with 
jewels. When he spoke of !ove you felt the 
beating ofabeIoved heart on your own; when 
he rosę with the strength of enthusiasm, the 
thunder of words roared, and the mind dazzled 
by lightning flashes quivered in fear; when 
in the Iow fali of words he depicted some feel- 
ing touchingly, the odór of roses and myrtle 
was discovered in the air, the fern blossomed 
in the moonlight, from some place beyond the 
forest and the pine wood, the song of a maiden 
floated out on the dew, 

Ah, he was gifted ! Beautiful words and 
'beautiful thoughts fell from him of themselves, 
not having apparent connection with the man. 
Those were blossoms on a quagmire. Revela- 
tions of humor, in which morał fali accompanied 
cynicism, testified best of all to this. 

" Ei, Augustinovich I AugustinoYich 1 " said 
the students to him then, " with thy gifts, were 
there not such a devil in thee, what couldst 
thou not do, O thon scapegracel" 

" For this very reason I wish to drown him. 
Have ye not something here to drink?" re- 
plied he. 

Gustav had been present at those meetings 
a few times; but he did not like Karvovski, 
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simply because all liked him. The morę dtfS- 
cult his career was, the morę clouds obscured 
the horizon of his love, the morę irritable and 
embittered did he become. Fassionate and 
unsuccessful attachments have this peculiarity, 
that they develop hatreds jiist as passionate, 
Such a hatred not directed to any person or 
thing yet łiad occupied Gustav's breast and was 
resting like rust in it. He hated all who had 
what be lacked. He felt as if wronged, and 
for every wrong such natures iire accustomcd 
to pay, even though they pay only in theory. 

He withdrew, therefore, from the society of 
students, though among them alone existed 
hearts which could beat for him. He knew 
this, and in spite of his hatred for all men he 
Ioved students; sttll be shut himself up within 
his owa bosom. Sympathy humiliated him. 
He suspected the existence of pity in fdl 
placcs, and was afraid of it. 

Finally, they learned this, that Yosef had 
promised him not to visit Helena. This In- 
formation had not come from Yosef, but from 
Gustav himself; he had told it in a moment of 
irritation. Naturally this raised Yosef in the 
opinion of his comrades. Gustav was angry. 
Between him and Yosef a dark cloud of dis- 
like had intervened. 
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The widów spoke to him of Yosef with 
greater and greater insistence, with increasmg 
force, with rising passion. A process of ill- 
omen for Gu5tav, as Gustav himself thought, 
took place ia her. The deceased Potkanski 
became morę and more incarnate in Yosef; in 
this new figurę Potkanski was dissolved and 
losL Bydegrees, and jast through long sepa- 
ration, the enthusiastic heart of Helena reraem- 
bered Yosef more and more, but now for the 
sake of himself. 

A new epoch of resuscitated happiness for 
the widów, of dying hope for Gustav, emerged 
gradually, urged on by the rude hand of neces- 
sity, — an epoch bom of tears, chance, and 
pain. 

** I may not, I may not be long in peace I " 
thought he. " But happen what may, I will 
not bring him here a second time." 

Every one will divine easily what was hidden 
under a reflection of that sorŁ Gustav judged 
that he would be able to stifle himself by work, 
— he was more and more wearied; happy 
moments he had only in sleep. 

Once he dreamed that he was at Helena's 
knees and kissing her hands; he felt distinctly 
her dear palms on his heart Then in the 
dream excitement of passion he found her lips 
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with his lips, and almost sufTered from exce5S 
of delight. 

After that came awakening. 

He saw hcr daily, — he was so near to her 
and always so distant 

He grew thinncr and morę emaciated ; tn his 
eyes shone feverish gleams of unbending will. 
That fevćr exhau3ted him, but kept him on his 
feet 

" I am curious to know what will come of 
this," muttered he through his parched lips. 

But there was one side almost sublime in 
this gloomy exertion of suffering. Gu5tav was 
not dreaming. He took life as it was, not as 
it might be. In spite of the sad condition of 
his health, he knew how to work, and worked 
morę than ever. To come from Pani Helena 
and sit down to toll needed no common 
strength, — such victories hewon over his own 
naturę daily. He gathered about him a num< 
ber of the most capable men, and as it were to 
compare them with the assemblies at Vasilke- 
Adch's, he organized a circie laboring only sci- 
entińcally. He and two fellow-students were 
writing a grammar of the Lettish languages ; 
in spite of continual disputes with his co- 
workers, he stood at the head of this labor, 
and what he stole from suffering he gave to it 



N Google 



In Vam 67 



CHAPTER V 

NOTHiNG could be morę irritating than the 
rclations of these students. 

They lived together. 

At last Gustav on returning one day from 
Fant Helena's found Yosefs effects packed. 
Yosef himself was occupied in arranging his 
books and linen. 

Bodi were silent till all was ready; then 
Yosef said, — 

" Gustav, farewell I I am inoving out" 

Gustav reached out his band without say- 
ing a word. They parted coldly. 

On the road Vasilkevich met Yosef. 

"Hol What is this?" inąuired he. "Art 
thou moving?" 

"Thou knowest my relations with Gustav, 
judge thyself if I can live with him longer." 

"But this is elear, it was not well for 
thee to leave him in his present condition of 
health." 

" I understand, but I assure thee that I can 
only irritate him. Thou knowest what I have 
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done for Gustav; he has co real reason to 
dislike me; but still — " 

Yasilkeyich pressed bis hand. 

YoseFs new lodgings were in a house of 
several stories. They cooststed of two lai^e 
and good-looking rooms. Besldes the money 
which he had brought from borne, Yosef im- 
mediately after his arrival found means whtcb 
permitted him to save his capital to the ut- 
most. He began to think then of a morę 
comfortable modę of h'fe, and at last airanged 
things far better really than at the beginning. 
From the first glance one might notę ease and 
plenty in the new dwelling. The bed was madę 
in good order every day, the floor swept, and 
in the smali porcelain stove a cheerful fire 
bumed daily, toward evening — itwas so com- 
fortable there that the soul rejoiced I 

For that matter, the whole house was far 
better airanged than the other, it was even 
elegant. On the first story lived some generał 
with his wife and two daughters, as ugly as two 
Winter nights ; on the second story Uved Yosef, 
and a French engineer from whom the rooms 
were hired; and on the third some reduced 
count, a man immensely rich on a time, per- 
baps, but at that moment bankrupt ; he lived 
in three or four rooms with his grown-up 
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daughter and two or three senrant-maids from 
the Ukrainę. Such were Yosefs neighbors. 

Soon they gave evidence of tbemselves, for 
all day in the engineei^s rooms groaned a 
piano at which children were leaming to play 
all the contra-dances ever danced up to that 
time in any land ; at the general's were con- 
tinua! amusements, dances, and evening parties, 
Whole nights through there was stamping 
therc, as in a mili, senrants moving about on 
the Btairway ; there was no lacfc of noise and 
rattle. 

The count alone lived quietly. There is 
nothing wonderful in this, that he and his 
daughter sat there meditating sadly over their 
own ruin like Jews over the niins of Jerusalem. 
Yosef of course did not know them yet, but 
at times about dusk, by the clatter on the 
stairs and the heavy tread, he divined that the 
old count was taking his daughter to walk; 
but not being fond of titles or coronets, he had 
in truth no curiosity to look at them. 

Once, however, he saw something which in- 
terested him morę. A certain day, while going 
to his room, he saw between the first story and 
the second a certain bust bent over the banis- 
ters with a head altogetber shapely, blue eyes, 
and dark hair. Those eyes, shaded by a hand, 
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were looldng carefully for something in the 
half light of the passage. Seeing Yosef, the 
head pushed forward, and with it the body, 
and when the student burried-on, wishing to 
see the young lady morę nearly, he saw only 
two smali feet in black boots and white stock- 
ings. The feet were fleeing upstairs with all 
speed. 

" Ah, that b the couatess then 1 " thought 
he. 

The countess roused his curiosity. He did 
not know himself why in the dusk sitting in 
front of the fire he saw definitely before him 
that pair of eyes covered with the hand, the 
white forehead surrounded with curls of dark 
hair, and the feet in black boots. 

A couple of evenings later when at an ad- 
yanced hour he had put out the light and lain 
down in bed, he heard some voice singing 
a mclancholy song in Italian. The passage 
and Yosefs room aiso were filled with those 
tones, youthful, resonant, sympathetic; the 
fond and passionate adjurations and reproaches 
were given out with a marvellous charm; in 
the stillness of night the words came forth 
clearly. 

"Ahl the countess issin^gl" murmured 
Yosef. 
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Next moming early, he knew not why, while 
dressing and nibbing his hands with soap stub- 
bornly, he sang with much pathos, as if to lend 
himself energy. 

But soon he ceased; the widów came to his 
mind instead of the countess. " That woman 
either loves me already, or she would love me 
very soon," thought he, He wished the return 
of those moments during which he had looked 
into her eyes. " What a strange woman I " 
thought he. " How that Potkanski must have 
loved her- — ha! and Gustav ! " He frowned. 
" If I go there, will he not grieve to death, will 
he not poison himself? That love will ruin 
him — h'm I Each answers for himself. But I 
am curious to know what she says Since I do 
not visit her," 

Thenceforth that moment recurred to his 
mind freąuently whea she, so pale and with 
outstretched arms, exclaimcd, " I have found 
thee, my Kazimir ! " 

If only he wished, he could go to her, love 
her, and be loved by her. 

This plan of probable love did not let him 
sleep. Like every young man, he felt the need 
of love ; his heart beat violently, as if it wanted 
to burst, broken by its own strength. And so 
far he knew no woman except the widów. The 
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black boots and white stockmgs of the coun- 
tess passed before his eyes, but that slight 
imagining vanished into nothingness, 

He remembered meanwhile bow on a certain 
time during conversation he had held the 
widow's hatid ; he remembered what a wish he 
had had to kiss it, but he remembered also how 
ominously Gustav's cyes were glittering at that 
moment. Jealousy seized him. Occasionally a 
scarcely visible cloud, regret for a premature 
promise, spęd past in his soul and bid some- 
where in its darkest caves. Then he repeated 
in a veiy tragic tonę, " I have promised, I will 
not go." 

One thing morę angered him, — to people 
respected and morę advanced in life this would 
seem a paradox, — the quietof life angered him. 
Science came to him easily, he did not expend 
all his powers, and this roused distaste in him. 
Fresh, active naturcs, like young soldiers, feel 
a need of bathing in the fire of battle, This 
desire of his to fight which at a morę advanced 
age seems to us improbable, becomes in certain 
years, and quite seriously, one of the needs of 
the spirit. Let us remember Yosefs mono- 
logue in Gustav'5 room, the first day of his com- 
ing to Kieff. He wanted then to throw down 
the gauntlet in the name of science or the 
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name of feeliag, before the whole world. 
Young eagles try to fly with a cloud above 
them and an abyss underneath. Even the 
most common man, before learning that he is 
a turde, bas moments in which he thinks him- 
self an eagle. 

In such a condition was Yosef, and in this 
case there was simply no one with whom to be 
at sword's-pomts. 

In the University he had a greater or less 
number of adherents, a field in the wide world 
might open, but Yosef did not know this wide 
world yeL 

Suddenlysomethingfaappenedwhichsnatched 
him from his lethargy. 

Augustinovich had acted in a way that 
offended the honor of students. They deter- 
mined to expel him. 

That was not his iirst ofTence, but the 
students had always passed those matters over 
among themselves, not wishing to be com- 
promised in public opinion ; now the measure 
had been exceeded. We will not acquaint the 
reader with the offence; what concem have we 
with foulness? It is enough that a court com- 
posed of students had decided to expel the 
ofTender. From such decisions there was no 
appeal, for the University authorities always 
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confirmed them ; an appeal would only make 
it known morę widely. 

Indignation among students was great; no 
one took the part of Augustłnovich except 
Yoscf, who rousing half the Uniyersity exerted 
his power to save the mait. 

" You wish to expel him," said he, at a very 
stormy meeting. "You wish to expel him? 
But do you think that afler he has left the Uni- 
yersity he will not briag shame to you ? What 
will he do with himself? Where will he go? 
How will he fiad means of living? How will 
he maintain himself? And do you know why 
hefell? No! — Ask him when he has eaten 
a dinner. We are among ourseIves. Raise 
either of his feet, the right or the left, all the 
same 1 If under his boots you find one sound 
sole, expel him. As to me I declare, and may 
the thunderbolta split any one who will say 
othenvise, that we ought to save, not to ruin 
the man. Givc him salvation, give him bread — 
take him on your own responsibility 1 " 

"Who will answer for him?" askcd one of 
Augustmovich's opponents. 

" I ! " shouted Yosef in a thundering voice; 
and he threw his cap on the floor. 

There was uproar and confusion In the 
room. Vasilkevich supported Yosef with all 



jNGoogle 



In Vain 75 

his influence, others insisted on his expuIsion, 
there was no " smali uproar." Yosef sprang 
oato a bench, and turning to Augustmovich 
shouted, — 

"They forgive theel Conie with me." 

He lefl: the room, rubbing his hands with 
internal delight, and cried, — 

" It would be a pity to lose such a head 1 
Besides, let them eat the devil if thcy act with- 
out menów!" 

" Why didst thou save me? " inąuired 
Augustinovich. 

Yosef turned a severe face toward him and 
s^d, — 

"To-day Uiou wilt move into my lodgingp." 

Meanwhile another drama was played in 
Fani Helena's lodgings. She was a most pe- 
culiar person; she could not exi3t, she knew 
not how to exis^ without attaching her life 
to some feeling. Her flrst chance had been 
fortunate ; she proved a model wife and mother. 
It had seemed to her that she found salvation 
in Yosef, and now months had passed sińce 
she had seen him; and she desired him the 
morę, the morę persistently Gustav resisted. 

The last struggle of these directiy opposing 
forces had to come. 

" If thou wilt not return him to me," said 
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the widów in tears, one evening, " I will go 
myself to find him. I am ready to kneel down 
before thee and beg on my knees for him, 
Gustavl Tbou sayest that Kazimir be^ed 
thee to have care over me ; so I implore thee 
in his name. O God, O God I Thou dost 
not understand that it is possible to sufler; 
thou hast never loved, of course." 

" I, Pani ! have never Ioved?" repeated 
Gustav, in a very Iow voice; and in his eyes 
real pain was evident, " Ferhaps thou art 
speaking the truth. Then thou hast observed 
nothing, hast seen nothing? I know not my- 
self that I have loved any one except — O God, 
what do I utterl — except thee alone." 

He threw himself at Helena'3 feeL 

Great silence followed. One might have 
said that the two persona had become stone, — 
she bent backward, with her hands over her 
face, he at her feet They continued in this 
posturę, both obliviou3 of everything around 
them. But a moment comes when the greatest 
pain is conquered. 

He rosę soon, a new man ; he was very calm. 
He roused her, and spoke in a Iow voice, Inter- 
rupted through a lack of breath. 

" Pardon me, Helena I I should not have 
done this, but thou seest I have been sufiering 
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so long. This is the third year sińce I saw thee 
the first time — I saw thee in a church; the 
priest was just elevating the chalice, and thou 
wert inclining — I visited that church after- 
ward, I saw thee morę freąuently, and, pardon 
me ! I myself cannot tell how it happened. 
Afterward thou didst become his wife — ■ I said 
nothing. And this time I did not wish to 
offend or annoy thee, but thou sayest that 
I have never loved. Thou seest that that 
is not true. How hard it is to renounce the 
last hope 1 Pardon me ! Pan Yosef will come 
to-day to thee — he is a man of noble naturę, 
love him, be happy — and farewell." 

He bent toward her, and raising the hem of 
her garment, with gleaming upturned eyes, he 
kissed the cloth as though it were sacred. 

After a while the widów was alone. 

" What did he say ? " whispered she, in a 
Iow voice. "What did Gu3tav say? He said, 
I remember it, that he would come again to 
me. Am I dreaming? But no, lu will come." 
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CHAPTER VI 

Meanwhile Augustinovich went to Iive per- 
manently with Yosef. How difierent was his 
former from his present life 1 Formerly he had 
had no warm corner, now Yosef gave him a 
warm corner; he had had no bed, Yosef 
bought him a bed; he had had no blanket, 
Yosef bought him a blanket; he had had oo 
clothes, Yosef got clothes for him; he had 
been without food, Yosef divided his own din- 
ner with him. He found himself in conditions 
entirely diflerenb Warmed, nourished, in a 
decent overcoat^ combed, washed, shaved, he 
became a different man altogether. He was, as 
we have sald, a person with a character unpar- 
alleled for weakness ; conditions of life always 
created him, he was merely the resultant of 
forces. So under yosefs strong hand he 
changed beyond recognition. He began to en- 
joy order and plenty, abundance in life, As 
before he had not been ashamed of anything, 
so now he began to be ashamed of eveiything 
which was not in accord with gloyes and elegant 



jNGoogle 



In Vam 79 

clothing. Most difiicult of all was it to disac~ 
custom himself from drinking; but he had no 
chance to resume his former vice, for Yosef, 
who guarded him as the eye in his head, did 
not let him out of sight ; he bought vodka for 
him, but did not let him have money. It would 
be difhcult to describe the impatience with 
which Augustinoyich waited for the moment 
when Yosef opened the cupboard to pour him 
a glass. How much he dreamed ia that mo- 
ment, how he represented the taste of the drink 
to himself, the putting of it to his lips, the 
touch of it on his tongue, the swallowing 
through his throat, and finally the solemn en- 
trance of it into his stomach I 

But Yosef, to deprive this treat of itshumili- 
ating character, drank to him usually. 

In the course of time he treated him better; 
he began to associate him with various affairs 
of his own and the University, and iinally 
with his owo way of thinking. There is no 
need of saying that Augustinovich took all 
this to himself, that he repeated Yosefs words 
where he could preface them usually with, " I 
judge that, etc." Who would haye recognized 
him? He, for whom nothing had been too 
cynical, said now in student gatherings whea 
the conversation took too free a turn, " Gen- 
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tlemen, above all, decency." The stodents 
laughed ; Yosef himself smiled in silence, but 
so far he was content with his own work. 

We need not add that Yosef attending the 
same &cul^ with Augu5tinovich studied with 
him eveniiigs. He had then the opportunity 
of estimating the man's capabilities to the fuli. 
For that mind there was no such thing as morę 
difficult or easier; a certain wild itituition took 
the place of thought and deliberation. His 
memory, not so retentive as it was capacious, 
took the place of labor. 

Va3ilkevich visited them freąuently. At 
first he catne with Karvovski, then he came 
alone daily at his own hour. His conversa- 
tions with Yose^ circitng about the most im- 
portant questions of life and science, became 
morę confidential. Those two men felt each 
other, and each di^ńned in the other a strong 
mind and will. A relation founded on mu- 
tual esteem seemed to herald a permanent 
futurę. 

Both seized tn their hands tiie direction of 
youth in the University ; the initiative of gen- 
erał activities started oniy with them, and sińce 
they agreed there was agreement in the Uni- 
yersity ; comradeship and science gained most 
by that friendship. 
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" Tell me," inąuired Yosef on a time, " what 
do theysayof my action with Augustinoyich?" 

" Sotne pay thee homage," answered Vasil- 
kevich ; " others laugh. I visited one of thy op- 
ponents on behalf of our Ubrary ; I found there 
no smatl crowd, and they were just speaking 
of thee and Augustinovich. But dost thoa 
know who defended thee most warmly? " 

" Weil, who was it? " 

" Guess." 

" Lolo KarvovskL" 

" No, not he." 

" As God live3, 1 cannot imagine." 

" Gustav." 

"Gustav?" 

" Ah, he told those who were laughing at 
thee so many agreeable facts — they will not 
forget them soon, I guarantee that Thou 
knowest how well he can do such things. They 
were astounded. 

" I should not have expected this of Gustav." 

** I had not seen him for a long time. Oh, 
he has sunk in that wretched love to the ears. 
But he is a strong fellow — and I am sorry for 
łtitn. Tell me, thou art morę skilled in this 
than I am: is he very sick?" 

" Oh, he is not welL" 

"Whatisit? asthma?" 
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Yosef nodded. '* Excessive work, grieE" 

" Too bad." 

AU at once steps were heard on the stairs, 
the door opened, Gustav walked in. 

He was changed beyond recognition. The 
skin on his face had become wonderfuUy white, 
it had grown transparent From his face came 
a certain coldness, as from a corpse; a yellow- 
ish shade shone from his forehead, which 
seemed to be of wax. His lipa were white ; his 
hair, beard, and mustache looked almost black 
as compared with that pallor. He was like a 
man who had passed through a long illness, 
and on his face had settled certain^ con- 
cerning himself and a kind of despairing 
resignation, 

Yosef, a little astonished, a little confused, 
did not know perhaps how to begin. Gustav 
brought him out of the trouble. 

" I have come to thee with a prayer," said 
he. " Once thou didst prombe not to visit 
the widów; withdraw that promise." 

Yosef madę a wry face with a kind of con- 
straint. But he only answered, — 

" It is not a custom with me to break my 
word," 

" Tnie,*' answered Gustav, calmly ; " but this 
13 something entitely dlfferent If I were to 
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die, for example, the promise would not bind 
thee, and I, as thou seest, am sick, sick very 
grievDusly. Meanwhile she needs protection. 
I cannot protect her now, I cannot watch 
over her. I must lie down to rest, for I am 
wearied somewhat. For that matter, I will tell 
the whole tnith to thee. She loves thee, and 
beyond doubt thou lovest her also. I have 
stood in thy way and hera, but now I with- 
draw. I do so peribrce, and I shall not repre- 
sent this as a sacriHce. I loved her much, and 
I bad a little hope that she would love me 
some day ; but I was mistaken." Herę his voice 
fell an octave lower. " No one has ever loved 
me. It has been veiy gloomy in life for me — 
But what is to be done ? Of late I have passed 
through much, but now that is over. To-day 
my concern is that she be not left alone. Had 
I been able to decide on a sacrifice, thou 
wouldst be her protector to-day. Canst thou 
do this for me, Yosef? Thou hast energy, 
thou art rich, and she, I say, loYes thee, 50 
thou wilt not end as I have. Oh, it has been 
hard in this world for me — But never mind. 
I should not like to do ber an injury — I love 
her yet I should not wish her to be alone 
because of me. At times, seest thou, it is not 
proper to refuse people anytbing. Go, go to 
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herl Thou and I ]ived together once, we 
fought the same trouble, hence thou sliouldst 
do me this favor; for, I repeat, I am sick 
and I know not whether I shall see her or thee 
again." 

A tear gathered in Vasilkevicli's eyt ; he rosę 
and said, tuming to Yosef, — 

" Thou shouldst do all that Gustav asks of 
thee." 

" I will go to her, I will protect her," an- 
swered Yosef, decidedljr. " I give my word of 
honor to both of you," 

" I thank thee," said Gustav. " Go there 
now." 

A little later be was alone with Vasilkevich. 
The Lithuanian was silent for some time, he 
struggled with his own heart; fmally he spoke 
in a voice of heartfelt sympathy, — 

" Gustav, poor Gustav, how thou must suffer 
at this moment I " 

Gustav madę no answer. He drew the air 
into his mouth with hissing, gritted his teeth, 
his face quivered convuIsive1y, and a sudden 
sobbing tore his breast, strength left him 
altogether. 

Three days later Yosef and Vasilkevich were 
sitting in Gustav*s lodging. The evening was 
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bright ; bundles of mooniight were falling into 
the room through the panes. At the bedside 
of the sick man a candle was burning. The 
sick man himaelf was stUl conscious. Almost 
beautiful was his face, which had grown yellow 
from suffering, with its lofty forehead, as it 
rest«d on high pillows. One emaciated hand 
lay on the blanket, with the other he pressed 
his bosom. 

The light of the candle cast a rosy gleam on 
that martyr to his own feelings. The opposite 
comer of the room was obscure in the shadow, 
Gustav was ^ving an account of how he had 
cared for Helena. From time to time he 
answered, though with difficulty, now to Yoset 
now to Vasilkevich, who, standing at the head 
of the bed, wiped away the abundant perspi- 
ration which came out on the forehead of the 
sufferer. 

" I wish to forewam thee," said Gustav. 
" They send her two thousand zlo^ yearly 
(about |2jo), but she needs from five to six 
thousand. I earaed the rest for her — Fush 
away the candle, and moisten my lips — I took 
from my own mouth, I did not sleep enough— 
Sometimes I did not eat a meal for two days — 
Ratse me a little, and support me higher, I 
caonot speak — There are thir^ rubles morę 
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for her in that box — It is dark around me — 
Let me rest— " 

A mouse madę a piece of paper rustle in 
one corner ; except that, silence held the room, 
Death was coming. 

" I should like to finish our work," continued 
Gustav. " Tell my associates not to quarrel — 
Cold is seizing me — I am curious to know if 
there be a heli or a heaven. I have never 
pra/ed — but, but — " 

Yasilkeyich inclined toward him and asked 
in a Iow voice, — 

" Gustav, dost thoti believe in immortality? " 

The sick man could speak no longer; he 
nodded in sign of affirmation. Then Iow tones 
of enchanting musie seemed to be given forth 
in that chamber. Along the rays of the moon- 
light a legion of angels pushed in from the 
sky ; the room was ńlled with them, some with 
white, others with golden or colored wings. 
They came ąuietly, bent over the bed. The 
rustle of their wings was audible. 

The spirit of Gustav went away with that 
low-sounding orchestra. 

The funeral took place \nth great solemnity. 
The whole University in a body was present 
around the coSin. Then they spoke for the 
first time of the accurate knowledge, the toil 
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and sacńfices of the deceased. It appeared 
from the accounts which Yosef exammed that 
Gustav had earned about four thousand zlotys 
(J500) yearly. Ali of this went to the 
widów; he lived himself like a dog. This 
yoluntary but silent heroism madę for him an 
enduring monument in the hearts of the young 
men, They discovered aiso vańous labors of 
the deceased which indicated solid acquire- 
ments, nay, talent They found his diary, 
which was a confession in simple and even 
blunt words of all the dark side of his life of 
ptivation, a kind of apology for the passionate 
outbreaks of youth, those imaginary but still 
real sufTerings, those struggles, those pains, 
those internal storms, and conversations held 
with self. The inner life of enthusiastic natures 
was unveiled there in all its dark solemnity. It 
was a terror to look into that chaos which is not 
to be known in every-day life, in that " so devil- 
ishly gilded world," as the poetess calls it. 

The memoirs were read at Vasilkevich'3 
rooms ; there was even a proposition to print 
them, though it ,was not brought into efTect 
somehow. But Augustinovich wrote a paper 
afl:er Gu5tav's dcath. Very eloquently did he 
describe the man's career. He showed him 
from years of childhood, when he was still 
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happy. The charm of the description of those 
spring moments of life was so great that it 
seemed as thotigh the sun of May had shone 
apon the wńter. Then the picture grew 
sombre, It was seen how the deceased had 
left his native cottage; how the dog, the old 
senrant, ran after him howling. Then still 
darker: life hurled him about, tossed him, rent 
him. Again a ray shone as if on a cloud. In 
rainbow form Pani Helena appeared to him — 
he stretched his arms toward that light " The 
test you know," wrote AugusdnovicK " Let 
him sleep now, and dream of her. The field 
swallow will sing her name above his grave. 
Let him rest in peace. The spark is ąuenched, 
the bowl is broken — that is Gustav." 

But it happens usually that people after his 
death speak much of a man whom during life 
they almost bufTeted, Let us give peace then 
to Gustav, and foUow the further fortunę of 
our acquaintances, and especially of Yosef, the 
hero of this volume. 

With him nothing had changed, but he him- 
self from the time of his first visit to Pani 
Helena went about as if in meditation and was 
silent. 

Augustinovich accustomed himself morę and 
morę to the new condition. 
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At tiie general'3 the guests danced as before. 
At the engineei^s tbey pounded on the piano. 
The countess sang in the eyening. Gustav's 
room was occupied by a shoemaker who had 
two scrofulous descendants and a wife with a 
third misery. In the place where thoughts 
from a noble head had circied and words of 
warmth had dropped, were now heard the 
thread and the shoemaker's stirnjp. 

The widów did not hear of Gu5tav'3 death 
immediately ; Yosef concealed it, fearing łoo 
violent an impression. Later he was astonished 
to find that she received the news with sadness, 
it is tnie, but with no sign of despair. We 
have much to tell of those new relations ; in 
the succeeding part we shall pass to them 
directly. 
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CHAFTER Vn 

YOSEF, according to his promise given Gustav, 
visited Helena, and afler the second visit went 
away in love. He returaed late at night 
The stars were twinkling on a serene sky; 
from the Dnieper came the cool, but bracing 
breath ofwater. Light streaks of mistwound 
ta a long linę on the east There was musie 
in the air and musie in Yosefs breasŁ He 
was in love I It seemed to him that the serene 
night had visited his betrothal with happiness. 
Fuli happiness is both a remembranee and a 
hope. Yosef felt yet in his palms the smali 
hands of Helena ; he remembered that moment, 
thought of the tendernesa of the morrow, 
looked forward to that coming moment A 
wonderful thingt She took farewell of him 
with the word, " Remember ; " but who could 
forget happiness, especially when the futurę is 
smiling with it? 

He loved ! Fressed by the power and the 
charm of the night, the trembling of the stars 
and the majesty of dark expanses, he cast a 
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look fuli of fire to the remotest borders of 
heavenly loneliness, and whispered with quiv 
ering lips, — 

" If Thou exist I Thou art great and good." 

Notwithstanding the condition set up be- 
fore this statement, that for Yosef was veiy 
much. 

He recognized greatness and goodness. He 
said, "If Thou art." Ifthosewords had been 
spoken about some being, they would be con- 
ditional; spokeo to some being they were aa 
affirmation of existence : " Thou art." 

In spite of all his realism let us not wonder 
so much at these words. The lips which pro- 
nounced them had drunk freshly from the cup 
of ecstasy. 

When Yosef reached home, Augustinovich 
was sleeping in the best fashion possible ; his 
snoring was heard even on the stairway. He 
drew out the song of slumber, now shor^ now 
long, now lower, now higher, now pufBng, now 
blowing, now whistling. 

Yosef roused him. 

He determined finally to embrace him. 

Augu5tinovich stared at him with astonished 
eyes, and at the first moment cried, — 

"Go to the — " 

Yosef laughed joyously. 
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" Good-nightt " said Augustinoyich. " I will 
tell thee to-morrow where thou art coming 
from — now I msh to sleep — good-nighL" 

The next day was Sunday. In the moroing 
Yosef poured the tea; Augustinovich, lying in 
bed yet, and looking at the ceiling, was smok- 
ing a pipę. Both were thinking of the day 
previou3. 

Finally Auguatinoińch was the first to 
speak, — 

"Do3t thou know what has come to my 
head?" 

" No." 

" Then I ^1 tell thee. I will teU thee tliat 
it is not worth whi]e'to attach one's Hfe to the 
lirst woman that comes along ; as I wish well to 
Jove, it is not I There are better things in this 
world." 

" Whence did those ideas come to thee? " 

" Straight from the pipę. A man binds bim- 
self firmly to an idea, grows one wtth it, and 
then something comes and, behold I of those 
palaces as much remains as of the smoke 
which I blow out at this moment" 

An immense roli of smoke rosę from Au- 
gustinovich's lips, and strildng the ceiling was 
scattered on all sides. 

The conyersation was stopped for a while. 
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" Yosef, hadst thou been la love before 
knowing Gustav and Pani Helena?" 

"Had I lo-v-ed?" drawled Yosef, looking 
at the light through his glass of tea. "What? 
had I loved? Yes, I turned my head for a 
momeiit, but that did not push me out of Hfe'3 
ordinary conditions, it did not lead me out of 
the order of the day. I wUI say sincerely, 
though, that I have not been in love." 

Augustinovich, raising the stem of his pipę, 
began to declaim with solemnity, — 

" O woman I helplcss down ! O giddy crea- 
ture ! " 

"Weil, what is it?" asked Yosef, laughing. 

"Nothing, my reminiscences. Ei, it was 
differeRt with me. I was as mad as a maniąc a 
couple of times. Once, even in spite of misery, 
I tried to be an orderly person; it was diffi- 
cult, but I tried." 

" And how did it end?" 

" Prosaically. I was giinng lessons in a cer^ 
tain house. There were two children, a little 
son and a grown-up daughter. I taught the son 
and fell in love with the daughter. I told her 
this one evening, and tears came to my eyes. 
She was confused a little, and then she laughed. 
Thou wilt not believe, Yosef, what an ugly 
laugh that was, for she saw how much the 



N Google 



94 -^M ytttM 

coafession had cost me, and besides she had 
enticed me on, to be^n witb. She went at 
once with a complaint to ber ' mamma.' " 

"Weil, what didtheniammado?" 

" The ' mamma ' told me first that I was a 
scrub, wbereupon I bowed to ber; second she 
told me to go my way, and third she threw a 
iive-rubLe notę on the floor before me. I 
picked up the notę, for it belonged to me, and 
from it I got dnink that evening and next 
morning also." 

"And then?" 

"Then the next evening and the third 
morning." 

"And so on?" 

" No. On the fourth day I had an immense 
ciy, and later, when I had cured myself a 
little, not of drinking, but of Iove, I tried to 
fali in love with the first woman I met; but t 
could not love any morę, I gtve thee my word 
of honor." 

" And hast thou no hope for the futurę? " 

Augustinovich thought a moment, and 
answered, — 

" No, I have no respect now for women. As 
much as I believed in them before, as much as 
I honored and Ioved them as the highest 
reward of toil and effor^ that much do I like 



N Google 



/« Vam 95 

tiiem now, dost understand? That excludes 
love." 

" But happiness." 

" Not a word about happiness. So to-day t 
whistle when I want to ery, and therefore envy 
thee." 

Yosef looked quickly at Augustinovich. 

" What dost thou envy me?" 

"Thy relation with Pani Helena. Do not 
frown, and do not wonder that I know those 
things well. Ho, hol we have had a little 
experience. For that matter I will tell thee 
that I wanted myself to fali in love vńth Pani 
Helena. I prefer such women. Though, on 
the other hand — But do I know that thou 
wilt not be angry?" 

" Talk on." 

" I was afratd to fali in love with her. There 
is no denying that she is an unhappy woman, 
but, by the beard of the Prophet I what is that 
to me? I know only that the inheritance goes 
from hand to hand, and that whoso approaches 
her is happy for the ages. B-r-r! By my honor 
I should not wish to be the beir to such a 
legacy, even for a friend." 

Yosef put the glass of partly drunk tea on 
the table, and turning to Augustinovich said 
coldly, — 
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" Yes ; but sińce I am the executor of the 
mil, be so kind as to speak of the inheritance 
morę considerately," 

" Weil, I will tell thee in perfect seriousness 
not this, who or what the widów is, but what 
thou shouldst do. I speak disinterestedly. I 
speak even to my own harm. The affair is of 
this kind." Augustinovich sat up in bed. " I 
know thee, I know her; she will rush into thy 
arms herself. InitiatiYC on the part of a 
woman — Hol that is not goodl Love must 
be a conquest. In a month thou wilt be sick 
of her, thou wilt be tortured and throw her to 
the deviL Yosef, I wish thee well — many 
Helena while there is time." 

Yosef frowned morę than before, and an- 
swered abruptly, — 

" I will do what I think is proper." 

And really that little word " marry " had 
not come to his head yet While kissing the 
widow'5 hands he had not thought of the con- 
sequence of the kisses. He was angry at 
himself, and at this morę especially, that some 
one had reminded him of duties of conscience. 
A day later, two days later, he would have 
reminded himself of them beyond fail. The 
reminder coming from aaother took away 
from this thought the charm of spontaneous 
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action which flows from love and madę it 
constraint. 

The evening of that day Augustmovich met 
Vasilkevich. 

" Knowest thou that Yosef visiŁs the widów 
now?" asked he. 

" What wonder?" 

" The woman is in love with hiiu to distrac- 
tion. Think what will come of that, and judge 
what Yosef ought to do." 

" He ought to love her too," answered Vasil- 
kevich, with his usual decision. 

" Yes; and then?" 

" Then let them marry." 

Augustinovich waved his hand iinpatiently> 

" One other question. How wouldst thou 
act with Pani Helena?" 

"IfIlovedher?" 

" Yes." 

" I should marry her without hesitation," 

Augustinovicb stopped him, and with his 
hand on his heart began to speak in a tonę of 
deep conviction, — 

" Seest thou, I am much indebted to Yosef, 
for that matter thou knowest this best of all, I 
should like then to pay him honestly, — yes, 
to pay him with advice. He is in a strange 
position, and still, dost understand, there are 
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certain laws of honor which we may not break. 
I should not wish that any man at any time 
could say to Yosef, ' Thou hast acted dis- 
honorably,' I say openly I should not wish 
thaŁ Thou canst do much, thou hast influ- 
ence over him," 

Vasilkevich, instead of letting himself be 
persuaded, grew angty. 

"But why push into aflairs which are not 
thine? Leave him freedonu It is only a UtUe 
while sińce he began to visit her. Ei I Augus- 
tinovich, does this come from thy heart? If 
Helena is anything to thee, Łhen may I — ■ But 
this is interfering — thou lovest to pose and 
speak well-sounding words. Flay no comedy I 
Thou art making a sacriiice as it were by 
losing lodgings through Yosef s marriage, but 
that is merę Ievity. Thou art deceiving thy- 
seir without knowtng it Have no fear as to 
Yosef; if thou wert like him, no morę would be 
needed. What hast thou to do with this matter? 
Thou hast not tact to the value of a copper." 

" Keep these lessons for thy own use 1 Then 
thou wilt not interfere between them? " 

" If this undefined relation were to last long, 
I should be the first to try and persuade, and 
finally to force Yosef to marry her; but to 
interfere to-day would be stupid." 
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Augustinovich went home, greatly confused ; 
a feeling of truth told liim, however, that the 
Litbuanian was right, and that on his part it 
would be really meddling and a desire for 
posing, nothing morę. 
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A COUPI^ of months had passed, winter had 
passed, spring had passed, summer had come, 
and those relations had not cbanged. 

Yosef loved Helena, she loved him, and 
their life flowed on in mutual forgetfulness 
of the futurę. But there was a shadow be- 
tween them, a shadow thrown by chance. One 
summer day the widów tied under ber chin 
the ribbons of a dainty blue hat, and covering 
her shoulders with a cape, she took Yosef s 
arm and they went out to walk. 

The sua was shiaing, there was a little dust tn 
the air, and the heat madę itself felt on all faces, 
though the hour was about six in the afternoon. 
Multitudes of people were on the streets; 
many acąuaintances greeted Yosef with a 
frtendly nod; some, and among them stran- 
gers, looked around at our couple. Really they 
were a beautiful couple. Yosef had grown, 
be had become manly; his chin and the sides 
of his face were covered now by a splendid, 
ruddy growth, and bis face had a serious ex- 
pression, with a certain tinge of pride- The 
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widów looked exactly lite a young betrotiied. 
The wind blew apart the ribbons of her dainty 
hat, played with her white dress, and bearing 
apart the cape, showed her slender form. Lean- 
ing on Yosefs arm gracefully, she delighted 
in him and the sun and the air, and was as if 
bom into the world a second time. Yosef 
looked morę at her tban at the people around. 
We will not undertake to repeat the words in 
that twittering of lover5, without meaning for 
others, fuli of charm for themselves. But there 
was morę serious conversation ; she, for exam- 
ple, begged him to take her to Fotkanski's 
grave. 

" In the summer," said she, " there is much 
shade even in the cemetery. And it is so 
long sińce I was there; still I cannot foi^et 
hIm. Thou takest his place, Yosef, but permit 
me to pray for him sometimes." 

It was all one to Yosef for whom or for 
what Helena prayed ; so he answered with an 
indulgent smile, — 

" Very well, remember thy dead ; but love 
the living," added he, inclining his head toward 
her face. 

A slight pressing of Yosefs arm to her breast 
was Helena's answer. She looked him in the 
eyes, then blushed like a g^rl. 
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Yosef covered with his palm the little hand 
resting on his arm, and — was perfectly happy. 

They went to the cetnetery, and on the 
way met Augustinoyich ; he was smoking a 
cigar and walking with two ladies, a mother and 
a daughter. Augusttaovich had the daughter 
on his ann, the mother hurried on a little at 
one side; plumpness and finally the heat hin- 
dered her baste somewhat 

Augustinoyich was eloquent evidently, for 
the young lady restrained her laughter at 
moments. While passing Yosef he blinVed 
with one eye ; this was to signify that he was 
content with the world and the order of the 
earth at that moment. 

Yosef asked Helena about Augustinovich. 

"I know him, though I do not know his 
name. When Kazimir died, I saw him near 
me, then he disappeared somehow from my 
eyes." 

" He is the most gifted scapegrace whom I ' 
know," added Yosef. " But he told me that 
he was in love with my lady." 

"Why tell me that?" 

" Without an object, but it is a wonder how 
all are attracted to thee." 

" My dear Yosef, that is the one thing that 
I brought to the world with me. Thou wilt 
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not believe how sadly the years of my child- 
hood passed. Thou knowest not my history. 
I was reared in a wealthy family, where the 
master of the house treated me as his own 
daughtcr. After his death I was tormented in 
that house with every rudeness, till at last I fled 
and came to Kieff, where an old and very kind 
man took me into his care. He called me He- 
lusia always, and petted me as if I had been 
his own daughtcr. But afterward he too died, 
without leaving me means of Iiving. Then I 
madę the acquaintance of Kazimir. Thou wilt 
wonder how I went to a students' club? I 
lacked Uttle of dying from shame, I assure 
thee, when I entered the first time; but wilt 
thou beheve? I was hungry. I had put noth- 
ing in my mouth for two das^s. I was chiUed 
through, I knew not what I was doing, and 
what it would lead to. 

" Then Kazimir approached me. Oh ! he did 
not please me that time- He laughed and was 
glad, but it grew dark in my eyes. He asked 
at last if I would go with him. I answered 
' Yes.' On the road he put a warm fur around 
me, for I was shivering from cold, and finally 
he took me to his lodgings. There, when 
warmth had restored presence of mind to me, 
I saw where I was, and I wept from shame 
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and disgrace. For, seest thou, I was alone in 
a man's lodgings, I was in his power. He 
seemed to he astonished at my weeping ; then 
he was silent and sat near me, and when again 
I looked at him he had tears in his eyes, and 
was difTerent entirely. He kissed my hands 
and begged me to calm myself. 

"I had to tell htm everything, ever]thing. 
He promised to think of me as a sister. How 
good he was, was he not? From that moment 
of knowing him I knew no morę of want At 
parting he kissed my hand again. I wished to 
kiss his, my beart was straitened, I pressed it 
with my hands and wept real tears. Oh 1 how 
I loved him then I how I loved him 1 " 

Helena raised her eyes, in those eycs gleamed 
great tears of gratitude. She was as beautiful 
as if inspired. Yosefs expression, however, 
was severe ; his brows had come together on 
bis forehead. The thought that he owed that 
woman's Iove to empty chance, to a vain re- 
semblance, covered his face with a gloomy 
shadow. 

Fotkanski had gone to ber by another road. 
That comparisoR pained Yosef. He recalled 
Augustinovich's words, and conducted Helena 
farther in silence. 

They reached the cemetery. Among tbe 
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trees were white crosses, stones, and tombs. 
The city of the dead in the shade of green 
Ieave3 slept in silent dignity. A number of 
persons were strolling among the crosses ; 
among the branches a bird from time to time 
sang half sadly, half charmingly. The figurę 
of the cemetery guard pushed ^ast at intervals. 

Helena soon found Potkanski's grave. It 
was a large mound surrounded by an iron 
railing ; at the foot of the mound was a smali 
grass-covered hlllock. Under these lay Pot- 
kanski with Helena's child. A number of pots 
with Howers adorned the graves, at the sides grew 
reseda ; in generał, the grave kept neatly and 
even with ornament indicated a careful hand. 

Yosef called the guard to open the railing. 
Helena knelt there with prayer on her lips and 
tears in her eyes. 

" Who keeps this grave ? " asked Yosef of 
the guard, 

"This lady came; a gentleman with long 
hair came also, but now he comes no longer. 
He always paid for the flowers, and he also 
gave command to erect the iron grating." 

"That gentleman is herc now — last year 
they buried him," answered Yosef. 

The guard nodded as if to say, " And thou 
too wilt dwell here." 
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" But this I beg to tell the gentlemen. In 
the city out there are trouble and suffering, 
but when aay one comes here he lies peace- 
fully. I think often to myself: 'Will the 
Lord God torturę souls m that other world 
also? Is it little that man suffers here?'" 

After a time Helena finished praymg. Yosef 
gave her his arm again. Yosef was silent; 
evidently something was weighing on his heart 
By design or by chance he led Helena along a 
path difFerent from the first one. Ali at once, 
when near the gate, he pointed to one of the 
graves, and said in a kind of cold voice, — 

" See, Helena, that man there loved thee 
during his life morę than Potkanski, and still 
thou hast not mentioned him." 

The day was inclining. Helena cast her 
eye on the object which Yosef had indicated. 
At the grave stood a black wooden cross, and 
on it were written in white the words: "Gus- 
tav — died year — day," 

The evening rays painted the inscription as 
it were in letters of blood. 

" Let us go from here; it is getting dark," 
whispered Helena, nestling her head up to 
Yosefs shoulder. 

When they entered the city, darkness was 
beginning in earnest, but a elear night was 
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cotning. A great ruddy moon was rolling 
up from beyond the Dnieper. In the dense 
alleys of the police garden steps were heard 
here and there, from an open window in aa 
adjoining paviIion came the tones of a piano ; 
a youthful, feeble voice was singing one of 
Schuberfs melodiea, the tones quivered in the 
warm air; far, far out on the steppe some one 
was sounding the horn of a post-wagon. 

" A beautiful night," said Helena, in a Iow 
voice. " Why art thou gloomy, Yosef ? " 

" Let us sit a little," said he. " I am ttred." 

They sat there, and leaning shoulder to 
shoulder were both aomewhat pensive. They 
were roused on a sudden from meditation by 
a youthful, resonant vołce, whtch said, — 

" True, Karol I The greatest happiness is 
the genuine love of a woman, if it is an echo 
to the voice of a real manly soul." 

Two young people arm in arm passed slowly 
near the bench on which Yosef and Helena 
were aitting. 

" Good evening ! " said both, removing their 
bats. 

They were YasilkcYich and Karol Karvovski, 

When Yosef parted with the widów that 
evening, he held her hand to his lips for a long 
time, and went home late, greatly agitated. 
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But next day Yosef after a perfect sleep was 
quite calm; be even laugbed at the previou3 
day and at his own alarms and fears. 

" Many pretty phrases are uttered," said he 
to himself, "but are they reality? Only a 
fool regrets happiness. Gustav is the best 
proof of this. What good is feeling, though 
the strongest, though the most manly, when 
purchased at the cost of Hfe? Besides, I am 
little fitted for tragedy. I love Helena, and 
she me. What is that to any one? Augus- 
tinovich, rise, O scapegracel tell me what 
hundred-tongued Satan has tumed the head of 
some brown parasol by means of thee?" 

"Didst thou see her face?" inąuired Au- 
gustinoyich, forcing himself to sigh. 

" I did, and by Jove, it was like a freshiy 
plucked radish — the mother looked like a 
bowl of sour milk. Weil, art thou in łove, old 
man ? " 

*' Be quiet I those are very rich ladies." 

" Both? How much has the daughter? " 
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" Who has counted such a treasure — but 
she will be richer yet." 

"Richer — by a husband and children?" 

" No ; but tbe mother has come on a law 
suit, and dost know whom she is suing ? Our 
neighbor the count owes her several thousand 
zlotys." 

"From wbom dost thou know all this? Art 
loDg acquainted with the ladies?" 

" Oniy Since yesterday. I became acquainted 
by chance: they inąuired for the street — 
whither? I did not mind, 'pon my honor, but 
I told them that the weather was veiy beauti- 
ful, and asked if they would not walk with me. 
The old lady loyes conversation dearly. I 
leamed immediately who they were, and why 
they had come to the city. She asked me if 
I knew the count, I answered that I visit him 
ddly, and that I would use my influence on 
the old man to pay what he owes her. I said 
also that I was a doctor of medicine, theology, 
and many other sciences and arts ; that I have 
an immense practice in Kieff. Then the mother 
began to tell into my ear her troubles and the 
troubles of her daughter. I promised to visit 
them and to examine their case carefully." 

"Of course. What did the daughter say to 
that?" 
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" She hung out the red flag on her face, but 
the mother scolded her for doing so, called 
on all the saints, and assured me of the unani- 
mous assistance of those saints at the day of 
generał judgmect. Thou seest what I have 
won." 

" Thou art an Innocent." 

" I shall yisit them to^Iay." 

" Whom i all the saints ? " 

" No, my new acquaintances. I will advise 
them both to many." 

" The youngest thee ? ** 

"What dost thou wish, my dear? A man 
grows old; moreover, I think tbat we shall 
greet thee soon with a bairy palm." 

"I have be^ed thee not to interfere be- 
tween me and Helena." 

" Very well, I will say only that Fani Helena 
b beautifuL" 

" Surely I " answered Yosef, with ill-con- 
cealed pleasure, 

At that moment Vasilkevich appeared. 

" I have run in a moment," satd he. " Karol 
is waiting downstairs for me ; we are going to 
the country together. Yosef, I have business 
with thee Briefly, I did not wish to mix in 
thy Iove aflfairs, notwithstanding Augustino- 
vich's prayers, but this is dragging on too 
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loRg. Tell me, what dost thou tbink of doing 
with the widów?" 

Yosef had a pipę in his band ; this he hurled 
yiolently into the corner of the room; then he 
sat down and looked Vasilkevich in the eyes. 

" Question for ąuestion," sad he. " Tell 
me, what hast thou to do with the matter?" 

Vasilkevich frowned, became somewhat 
angry; still he answered calmly, — 

" I ask as one comrade may ask another. 
Helena is not of tfaat class of wotnen who love 
one day but not the day foUowing. Besides, 
througb the memory of Fotkanski each of his 
colleagues bas the right to expect an answer 
to such a question." 

Yosef rose ; in bis eyes blazes of anger were 
flashing. 

" But if I give no answer, then what? " cried 
he. 

Vasilkevich burst out in his turn, — 

" Then thou thinkest, my bird, that we are 
going to let thee dupę this poor woman, and 
not ask what thy meaning is? Satan take 
thee I Thou must answer to us for the honor 
of Potkanski's widów. I am not the only man 
who wili inąuire about it." 

They stood sorae time face to face, eye to 
eye, each with a storm on his forchead, as 
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if testing each other. Finally Yosef, though 
trembling with anger, was the first to regain 
se]f-mastery. 

" Hear me, Vasilkevich," said he. " If some 
other man had done this, I should have thrown 
him out of doors. I am not of those who let 
themselyes be regulated, and I do not under- 
stand why thou and others mix in affairs not 
your own. In every case this oSends me. I 
will answer, tłierefore, thee and all who wish to 
mention the honor of Helena, that I will give 
account of that honor only to myself, that I 
shall not permit any man to meddle with my 
acts, and that thou and thine are committing 
a brutal, and for Helena a hannful stupidity, 
in no way to be explained by your taking 
her part. I have done speaking and I am 
going out, Ieaving thee time to meditate over 
what thou hast done." 

Vasilkevich remained with Augustinovich. 

"Weil? Did not he give thee a head-wash- 
ing? " inąuired the latter. 

" He did." 

" Hei I wilt thou say, then, that he gave thee 
a head-washing? " 

" He did." 

"Thou hast acted stupidly ; with him mildness 
was needed — that is a headstrong fellow." 
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Yosef went straight to Helena. He was ex- 
cited in the highest degree; he could oot 
explam Vasilkevich's act, but he fclt that 
that third hand, interfering between hlm and 
Helena, pushed them apart instead of bringing 
them nearer. 

When he entered Helena'3 lodgings, the 
door of her chamber was closed ; the maid 
could not tell him what her mistress was doing. 
He opened the door. Helena was sleeping, 
teaning against the artn of a lai^e easy-chur. 
Yosef stood in the doorway and looked at her 
with a wonderful expression on his face. She 
did not waken; her rounded breast rosę and 
fell with a Hght measured moyement. There 
is nothing gentler than the moyement of a 
woman's breast; resting on it, it is possible to 
be rocked to sleep as in a cradle, or in a boat 
moved lightly by the waves. Every man has 
passed through that sleep on his mother's 
breast The secret kingdom of sleep is re- 
yealed in woman by tbis moyement only, whtch 
may be called blessed, so many conditions of 
human happiness move with it in the regions of 
rest. The movement of angels' wings must be 
like it It lulls to rest everything, from the ery 
of the infant, to the proud thoughts of the sagę. 
T^e head of a sagę, sleeping on the breast of a 
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woman, is the highest triumph of love. Such 
thoughts must have passed through Yosefs 
head, for, looking at the slumbering Helena, he 
grew milder and milder, just aa oight passes 
into dawn ; he inclined toward her, and touched 
her hand lightly with his lips. 

Helena quivered, and, opening her eyes 
widely, smiled like a little child when the 
velvety kiss of its mother rouses it from 
sleep. That was the 6rst time that Yosef 
came to her with a fondling so gentle and 
delicate ; usually he came, if not severe, digni- 
fied; but to-day he bad come to wipe out 
and forget at ber feet the bitter impressions 
of the quarrel with Vasilkevich. He was 
seized gradually by the marveIlous power of 
woman, under whose influence the muddy 
deposit of the soul sinks to the bottom of 
oblivion. But be was too greatiy agitated 
not to let some of the bttterness which he 
felt a few moments earlier press tbrough his 
words. He raised his head, looked into ber 
eyes, and said, — 

" Helena, it seems to me that I love tiiee 
Ycry deeply ; but the folly of people irritates 
my personality, cballenges me. I should like 
to ńnd strength in thee. Trust me, Helena, 
love me I " 
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"I do not understand thee," replied she. 

He took her band and spoke tenderly, — 

" Still, thou shouldst understand me. I 
flatter myself that I am not second to Potkan- 
ski in love for thee, or in labor for thy happi- 
ness. But there is a diflference between us, 
He was the son of a magnate, he could give 
thee his hand at once, surround thee with 
plenty. I am the son of a handicraftsman, I 
must labor long yet over thy happiness and 
my owo. I will not desert thee now, but I do 
not wish that thou as my wife shouldst touch 
the cold realities of poverty, from which he 
disaccustomed thee. But I need thy ]ove and 
thy confidence. Speak, Helena." 

Helena said nothing; but she approached 
Yosef, and, putting her head on his breas^ 
raised on him eyes fuli of childlike confidence. 

"This is my answer, my good Helenko," 
said Yosef; and with a long kiss he joined 
her lips to his. 

" Tbis may be egotism on my part," con- 
tinued he, " but forgive me. I did not wtn 
thee by sendce or suffering, I have done 
nothing whatever for thee. The visioa of 
wealth with which Fotkanski surrounded thee 
on the one hand, the devotton of Gustav on 
the other, would stand forever between us. 
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Let me desenre thee, Helena. I have energy 
and strength sufficien^ I will not deceive 
thee." 

Ferbaps it seemed to Yosef that he was 
speaking sincerely; but how much ofTended 
vanity tbere was in his words each persoo 
may divine easily after casting an eye on the 
conditions in which Helena had lived up to 
that time. If he had asked for ber hand 
immediately, those conditions would bave 
changed very little, and certainly not for the 
worse, sińce in that case, sharing his lodg- 
ings with her, he would have rid himself of 
Augustinovich and all the outlays connected 
with that man. On the other hand, it is proper 
to acknowledge that he kept the word given 
Gustav with complete consclentiousness. 
Kotbing had changed with reference to 
Helena. Yosef would have taken her at that 
time in the same conditions in which she had 
been for two years past. 

Beyond doubt one half was tnie in what he 
had told her of his ambition; morę oieaning 
still was tbere in his wish to throw down the 
gauntlet to opponents; but perhaps the weigh- 
tiest reason of all why be did not marry Helena 
was found in the relatioos of great intimacy 
between them of people not untted by bonds 
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which give morę than the right to fondling and 
kisses. The cup was half drunk. Legalization 
would lessen the charm of forbidden fruit, 
would decrease swcetnesa already tasted, morę 
than it would promise new. 

It will appear that Augustinovich was right 
in some degree. 

Yosef perhaps did not acknowledge to him- 
self that his reason for not desiring to change 
those relations was becaiise he Uved agreeably 
in them, 

Did he not love Helena, then? 

He loved her ; otherwise he would not have 
visited her daily, he would not have kissed 
her lips, her forehead, her hands; but let us 
remember that this met just half the desires 
which in other conditions we satisfy through 
the way of the altar. The idea of a betrothed 
is that of a woman disrobed behind a thin 
veil, we go to the altar to remove the veil ; 
when the veil disappears a part of the charm 
is lost. Honest human naturę recompenses 
the loss by the idea of attachment; when 
attacbment fails, habit, a thing still less en- 
ticing, appears in the place of it 

But life rolls on. 

Yosef had touched the veil ; two ways led 
to its removal, — one the way of the altar; the 
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other a momentaiy oblivion of se]f, a victory 
of passion over honor, — a less honest, in fact 
a djshoaest, way, but short and alluring. 

The first was dif!icult; to the second every 
moment was a temptation, every kiss an incite- 
ment. To the first the unfortunate guardian- 
ship over Helena disinclined him; selfishness 
counselled the second. But the first was honor- 
able, the second was not 

Yosef stood at the parting of the roads. 

It might be said, indeed, that an honest man 
should not hesitate; but we may also inquire 
how an honest man is to act when the powers 
of temptation are absolutely greater than his 
powers of honesty. 

Helena loved Yosef; she answered ner- 
vousIy to his hisses. She was unable to tum 
the balance consciously; unconsciously she 
added to the weight of that defect which in 
Yosefs soul weighed against honesty and 
honor. 

How many great and smali battles, torments 
and terrors, that magie little word love brings 
with it sometimes I A whole rabbie of wishes 
with outbreak and uproar, armed with goads 
and bells, a rabbie capricious, yiolent, flies up 
&om every direction, plays with the human 
heart as with a bali, hurls it to the lofty stars, 
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or tramples it on the earth. Tben, O man, 
all the dens of thy soul are thrown open. 
Thou hadst not even dreamed of what dwelt 
ia them. AU the seven deadly sins, and all 
, the Yirtues of which the catechism makes 
mention, are fighting eacb other to win thee ; 
thou seest thyself to be difierent from what 
thou hadst supposed up to that time ; thou 
ceasest to trust thyself, suspectest thyself at 
every step, losest control of thyself. Fassions 
rise up Łhen like flames from the depth of thy 
being, and like hidden currents in a swamp, 
advance, creep, circle about, fiow up, and then 
vanish. 

The night of thy soul is rent by the flatne 
of passions. In their colors thy own inte- 
rior is shown to thee. Thou performest the 
róles both of actor and audience. Thou art 
like a boat, without a rudder in billows of 
fire. Then, on a sudden, one thunderbolt 
finishes ever]rtbing; the flames yanish like 
fireworks, and thou art dreaming, like Dante, 
of heaven and helL 

It is gloomy when after the awakeoing there 
is no one to give back the moments through 
which thou hast sufTered. Calmness retums, 
but happiness retums not An amputated 
arm g^vea no pain, but iC does not exist 
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It may be that AugustiDovicli had some 
truth on his side, wben he said that it was not 
worth while to give life for a single feeling. 
Perhaps a man should not break himself 
against the narrow walls of personal whims 
and desires. 

Above and around us is a broad world; 
waves are roaring there which have been raised 
by the whole of humanity. Is it not better to 
weigh anchor and push one's ship forth from 
the shore, quiet the weeping heart, and sail out 
into a futurę, without happiness but with labor, 
without faith but with thought? 

It is certain that till the time of such a fiery 
test comes it is not possible to speak of the 
nobility of the metal out of which the soul of 
a given man has been cast We can ofier no 
guarantees, therefore, for the futurę acts of 
Yosef. He passed through vartous tempta- 
tions, we know that; we guarantee that he 
fought with them according to his power ; but 
how it ended, whether he or they proved the 
stronger, will be told later on. 
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CHAPTER X 

On reaching home Yosef met the old count 
and his daughter on the steps at the door. 
The young lady cast a glance of inquiry on 
him, and when she had gone a couple of steps, 
she looked around and smiled. Yosef noticed 
that she was vcry shapely, and with genuine 
satisfaction he heard her say to her father, 
"That is the young doctor, papa, who llves 
in the rooms under ours." It is true that he 
lacked littte of fiaishing bis course at the 
University; still he was glad that they eon- 
sidered him a doctor already. 

Yosefs lodgings were open; the house guard 
was putting them to rights. From him Yosef 
learned details of the old count and his 
daughter. This man did not like either of 
them ; he emphasized their stin^ness, though 
he imagined that they must be very poor, 
because they did not pay room rent very 
regularly. " The young lady is haughty," 
said he ; " all day she does nothing but play 
and stng. It is bard for ber without a hus* 
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band, but what is to be done?" He dtd not 
advise Yosef to make their acquaintance. 

"How proud Łhese people are," said he; 
"but in their pockets, dear lord, there is 
emptiness." 

"And is the old couotess loag dead?"in- 
quired YoseC 

" About three years. They have been rich, 
I suppose, but be lost his property in wheat 
which, as they say, he had to furnish in com- 
pany with otiiers at Odessa. Tbat business 
impoverished many people. The old countess 
was better than others of her family. She was 
an honorable lady, but she fell to grieving, and 
died. They have lived here five years." 
" Do they know many people?" 
" It must be that they do not, for I have 
not secn any one visit ttiem." 

Yosef, while waiting for Augustinovich, lay 
down on the bed, and when he commanded 
to bring him a glass of tea, he fell asleep 
quickly. When he woke up, he felt a trifle 
iii. Augustinovich had not come yet, though 
it was quite dark. He arrived at last in 
perfect humor. 

The lady with whom he had become ac- 
quainted. Fani Visberg, had a daughter Ma- 
linka. AugustiaoYich examined them both 
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by auscultation. He prescribed dancing for 
the daughter and horseback riding for the 
mother. Besides, he promised to yisit them 
and to bring Yosef. 

" The old lady said that the summons to 
the count was ready, whtch does not eon- 
cern me," said Augustiooyich. " She has even 
visited the count, but found only the countess, 
who pleased her. The countess was much 
frightened when she leamed the object of the 
old lad/s visit. I asked Pani Visberg why 
she claimed a miserable two thousand when 
she represented herself as the \nfe of a Crcesus. 
She answered that her late hu5band'5 name 
was Cleophas, not Crcesus. ' If it were minę,' 
said she, 'I surely would not annoy them, 
but all that money belongs to my child.' 
Then I pressed the hand of that child under 
die table, with real feeling. I was simply 
moved — word of honor, I was moved. Whea 
going, I kissed the old lad/s hand. The young 
lady^s name is Malinka — a pretty name, Ma- 
linka, though the point is not in this, whether 
her name is pretty or ugly — Why art thou 
so pale, Yosef?" 

" I am not entirely well, and I cannot sleep. 
I fell asicep while wuting for thee. Give me 
a glass of tea." 
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Augustinovich poured out the tea, and light- 
ing his pipę lay on the bed. Yosef pushed an 
armchair up to the bureau, and taking a pen 
began to write. 

He soon stopped, however. Thoughts 
crowded into his head ; he leaned back in the 
chair and gave them free course. Another 
man would have dreamed. Yosef collected 
and summed up his own past ; he thought over 
the conditions in which he was then, he cast 
up the futurę. Kegarding this futurę, it was 
difficult for bim to remain tn the róIe of a cool 
reasoner. The words "That is the young 
doctor, papa," came to his memory involunta- 
rily. To be a doctor and to some extent a high- 
priest of science; to rule on one side by reason, 
on the other by signińcance, property, reputa- 
tion, — Yosef had not become indifferent yet to 
reputation, — to attract glances, rouse laughter, 
win hearts^ Herę he remembered Helena. 
In the region of feeUng he was not free now 
to choose. He felt bound ; still he would like 
to see eyes tuming to him, and the smile of the 
maiden's lips, and hear the words so prettily 
whispered, " That is the young doctor." For 
the first time he could not free himself of the 
thought that Helena might be a hindrance to 
his campaign of advancemenŁ He determined 
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to settle with that thought. Her education 
was not in the way, she was educated ; she was 
twenty-one years of age, he twenty-four — the 
difference, though too smali, did not constitute 
a hindrance. What reasons could he have to 
fear that Helena might be a weight on him 
some timeP Conscience declared that the first 
cause was his own vanity. He knew women 
little, and he wanted to know them much and 
to rule them. But there were other considera- 
tions which Yosef did not admit. He ]oved too 
little. In his soul lay enormous capitals of 
feeling; he had barely offered a smali part of 
them in the name of Helena. He borę within 
him a dim consciousness of his powers ; that 
foreboding deprived him of rest. He wanted 
to reach the foundation of things, but it was 
not easy for even such a self-conscious head 
as Yosefs to reach finał results. 

Besides, he did not know himself whether 
possible futurę triumphs were equal in value to 
Helena. To have near him for all futurę time 
a womaa so charming and loving was the same 
as to seize in its flight a winged dream of hap- 
piness shooting by, but if besides he knew how 
many of those comlng triumphs would be of 
tangible value, how many would deceive him, 
how many faces there were before him, he 
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would not hesitate tn the choice. But he bad 
not met deceit face to face yet 

Such meditatiotis wearied Yosef. The lamp 
in the room grew dim, he began to dozę. Some 
sudden knocking above roused him again. 
"They are not sleeping up there, either," 
thought he. He remembered the countess and 
her gladsome smile. " How lightly and calmly 
such a girl must sleepl But there is some 
truth in this, that girla are like birds. A man 
toils and labors and meditatcs, and they — 
But that one upstairs is quite a pretty bird. I 
should like to see her asieep. But it is late 
now, half-past one, and I — What is that?" 
He sprang ąuickly to his feet. 

A violent pulling at the beli brought him to 
his senses perfecŁly. He opened the door, and 
raising the lamp saw the countess before htm. 
She was as pale as a corpse ; she held a candle 
in one band, with the other she protected the 
flame of it She wore a cap, and a dressing- 
gown through whicb her neck and bosom were 
yisible. 

"Pan Doctor I" cried she, "my father is 
dying ! " 

Yosef, without saying a word, seized his 
medicine case, and enjoining on Augustinovich 
to hurry upstairs with all speed, he ran him- 
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self after her. la the first chamber was the 
smali bed of the countess, with tbe blanket 
thrown aside, and left just a moment before; 
in the next room lay the count He was 
breathing or rather rattUng loudly, for he was 
unconscious ; there was bloody foain on his lips, 
and his face was livid. 

In a moment Augustinovich ran to, un- 
combed and hardly dressed. Both occupied 
themselyes with the sick man without regard 
to the young girl, who had knelt at the foot of 
the bed, and was neariy unconscious. 

Ali at once Yosef and Augusttnovich looked 
each other in the eyes ; both had seen that 
there was not the least hope. 

" O my God ! my God I Cali in some one 
else, perhaps," burst out the countess, ia 
tears. 

" Run for Skotnitski," cried Yosef, 

Augustinovich ran, aithough he felt certaia 
that on retuming with the doctor he would not 
find the count among the Iiving. 

Meanwhile Yosef, with all energy and pres- 
ence of mind, worked at the patient. He bied 
him ; then, looking at the clock, declared that 
the attack was over. 

" Thank God 1 There is hope then? " cried 
the countess. 
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" The attack is over I " repeated Yosef. 

Meanwhile Augustinovich came with the 
doctor. 

Doctor Skotnitski declared that the sick maii 
was saved for tbat time, but without ceremony 
he added that in case of a second attack death 
would foUow unfailingly. He commanded to 
watch the stek man and not ]eave him for an 
instant. Our friends sat all night at bis 
bedside. 

Next morning early the count regained con- 
sciousness and asked for a priesŁ Augustino> 
vich had to go for one. He brought some 
parish priest or chaplain, who read the usual 
prayers and litany, then heard the sick man's 
confession, gave him communion, and an- 
ointed him with holy oll. 

For a number of hours the count was 
conscious; he spoke with Yosef, blessed his 
daughter, spoke of his will, in a word, did 
everything wbich is usual when people are 
dying in a Christian and honest way of going 
from this world to the other. The whole day 
passed in these ceremonies. When dusk came 
Yosef persuaded the countess to take some 
rest; for the poor girl, though of a firm con- 
stitution, was barely able to stand on ber feet 
from watching and suffering. 
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Sbe resisted long, and agreed only when he 
almost commanded her to do so. When Ieav- 
ing the room she gave her hand, thanking him 
for his care of her father. Yosef looked at 
her morę carefuUy then. She might have 
been twenty, perhaps even less, for her well- 
developed form caused one to consider her 
older than she was really. She had a large 
but agreeable mouth, blue, clever eyes, and 
dark hair. In generał, her face was uncom- 
monly sympathetic. She had a beautiful fore- 
head shaded with hair; the expression of her 
face, and her movenients indicated a deveN 
oped aristocratic type o£ beauty. Moreover, 
she had very smali hands. 

The count fell asleep an hour after she had 
gone out Yosef and AugustinovIch sat by a 
shaded lamp ; both were wearied and thought- 
ful. Augustinovich spoke iirst in a Iow 
voice, — 

" Tell rae what witl become of the countess 
when hc — " He indicated with his head the 
sick man, and closing his eyes drew a finger 
along bis throat 

" I am thinking of that myself," replied Yo- 
sef. " Perhaps some one of the family may be 
found." 

" But if he is not found? " 



jNGoogle 



130 In Vain 

" It will be necessary to talk willi her. They 
are poor, evidently; the guard told me that 
their rent is not paid yet But it cannot be 
that they have no blood relatives somewhere, 
or at least acquaintances." 

"Weil, in every case speak of this later," 
sfud Augustinovich, who did not like to dwell 
long on one subject 

" Wait," interrupted Yosef ; " at least one 
idea comes to my head. So far no one 
bas been here, and it is tmpossible that that 
poor girl" — he indicated with his eyes the 
room where the countess was sleeping — 
" impossible for that poor girl to stay here 
alone after his death. Tell me, is thy ac- 
quaintance, Fani Yisberg, a pious woman?" 

"As pious as a chalice cover! " 

" Honest, simple ? " 

"In an unheard-of degree: but what eon- 
nection bas that with the countess? " 

" I wish to place the countess in her care," 

" But the lawsuit? " 

" Just because of that." 

Here the sick man moved suddenly. Yosef 
looked at him quickly, then whispered, — 

" One instalment of rent stands in my way, 
but this and that may be arranged, perhaps 
something can be done after his death." 
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" Oi, rent, rent ! " whispered Augustinovich. 
" To keep us awake I must tell thee a Httle tale. 
I have never paid rent, I was enraged when- 
ever rent was even mentioned, and I never 
could accustom any house-owner to refuse 
taktng it. At last I succeeded with one. He 
was an old little fellow, and stupid as the ears 
of Midas. Weil, once I was sitting in a smali 
garden whlch belonged to him, and because 
the season was summer and the tinie night, 
for want of a better occupation I was counting 
the stars Jn the sky. I was dreaming some- 
wbat; a starry night, as thou knowest, brings 
a dreamy state of mind. Thereupon that ass 
came to me and spoke absurdly, He simply 
wanted me to pay him. I rosę from my place, 
and outlining in solemnity with my hand a 
bow between the east and the west, I asked 
mysteriously, — 

" ' Dost see this immensity and those millions 
of the lights of God ? ' 

" ' I see,' answered he, frightened somewhat 
by the tonę of my inquiry ; ' but — ' 

" ' Silence ! ' said I, in an imperious voice. 
And reinoving my hat I raised my eyes, and 
looking at the astonished man I thundered, — 

"'Uselessdust! comparethy firerubles — '" 

On a sudden a suppressed groan interrupted 
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Augustinovich. The count had become livicl, 
he was twisted up, the fingers of his hands 
were balled into lumps; the second attack 
had come evtdent]y. 

At that moinent Yosef nished to the sictc 
man and straightened his arm almost by 
force. 

" Ys ! — Bleed him I " said he in a Iow voice. 

There was silence. By a wonderful chance 
the lamp at that moment grew darker. From 
instant to instant was heard the guick Iow 
voice of Yosef, — 

"Hispulse? Waterl" 

" He is stilling," whispered Augustinonch. 

Both held the breath in their breasts; the 
duli sound of the lance was heard. The steel 
sank in the old man'3 flesh, but blood did not 
come. 

" This is the end 1 Ali is useless I " said 
Yosef, drawing a deep breath. 

Drops of sweat came out on his forehead. 

" He lived — he lived till he died," said 
Augustinovich, with the most indifferent mień 
in the world. " We bave done our part, now 
to sleep." 
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CHAPTER XI 

The count died real1y« and was buried accord- 
tng to Christian ceremoniał. After his death 
Yosef paid a vtsit to the old lady. It was a 
questioa of securing guardlanship for the 
countess, sińce no one of the family had come 
forward. 

The count had left very scanty tneans of 
maintenance, and even if he had left morę the 
countess was too young to manage a house 
alone. 

Because of the lofty piety and exceeding 
delicacy of conscience of Pani Visberg, it was 
not dillicult for Yosef to arrange the business 
he had mentioned. He persuaded her that 
she had killed the count by her lawsuit, and 
therefore she was bound to give protection 
to the daughter of her victim. The lady was 
greatly terrified at the executioners of heli, 
with whom Yosef threatened her, and on the 
other hand she judged that the companionship 
of the countess, who was of society and highly 
educated as Yosef declared, would not be 
without profit to Malinka. 
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Pani Visbet^ was an honorable woman In 
the fuli sense of the word ; she had not much 
wit, it is tnie, and still less acquaintance with 
society. The best proof of this was that she 
considered Augustinovich the acme of ele- 
gance, polish, and good tonę. Yosef she 
feared a Uttle, from the time of his first visit 
But she was content in soul that such dis- 
tinguished young men, as she said, were in- 
cUned to her lowly threshold. 

Malinka, who in many regards resembled 
her mother, was seriously smitten with Augus- 
tinoYich. She had induced the old lady to 
take a permanent residence in Kieff; for that 
matter Fani Yisberg had come to the z\\y 
somewhat with that intent She wished to 
show her daughter to the world, for Malinka 
was nineteen years of age, and during those 
nineteen years she had been once in Kieff, 
once in Jitomir, and had sat out the rest 
of the time at home. Fortune permitted a 
residence in the city. The late Fan Yisberg 
had been in his day an official in the custom- 
house, though in a funeral speech over his 
grave these words had been uttered: " Sleep, 
Cleophas Yisberg 1 for during long ages the 
nations (all Europę) will admire thy in- 
tegrity and stem rectitude." We say Cleo- 
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phas Yisberg left to his wife, iaconsolable in 
her sorrow, about nine times one hundred 
thousand zlotys, and he would have left morę 
if inexorable Fate had not cut short his days. 
He entered the kingdom of shadows morę 
sated with years tlian with income. 

But this income fell to good hands, for botfa 
ladies had exceUent bearts. Tbey helped 
widows and orphans ; tbey paid tbeir servants, 
małe and female, regularly; tbey paid tithes to 
tbeir churcb faithfully; in a word, tbey per- 
formed all Christian deeds wbich concern soul 
and body. 

Tbey received the countess with open arms, 
and witb as much cordiality as if tbey had 
been her relatives. Malinka, an honest though 
simple maiden, was in love out and out with the 
noble orphan. How much she promised ber- 
self from tbe first glance to be hind and oblig- 
ing to her, how much sbe wisbed to comfort 
ber, how much sbe dreamed of a pure friend- 
sbip witb her in the futurę, it would be difficult 
to tell ; enougb tbat Yosef found as good 
protection for tbe countess as if sbe had been 
in the bouse of ber own parents — it could 
not bave been better. 

It is true that the countess was well fitted to 
rouse sympathy. Tbe silent and deep sorrow 
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which weighed her down at the moment did 
not reaiove her so far frotn reality that she 
could not be charmtng to those who were kind 
to her. She thanked Yosef with tears in her 
eyes; stretched to him a hand, which he, 
with emotion rare in him, pressed to his lips. 
" As I love God I " said Augustinovich, " I 
almost wept when she looked at me. May the 
devi]s take me if she is not a hundred times 
morę beautiful than I am." 

In fact, that new figurę, attended already with 
words of sympathy, had connected itself with 
the fate of the heroes of tbis book. That a 
countess like her could not remain without in- 
fluence on them is understood easily. Whether 
the futurę will attach angel wings to the shoul- 
ders of the countess, or show in her charming 
body a barren, hypocritical soul, the continua- 
tionwill teach us. . 

/Heil hei! Ifthislife resembled a book; if\ 
it were possible to give people souls such as 
are created in thought; but then would these 
be people like the rest of mankind? It would 
be all one, however, for poison cakes are the 
food of this world, as the boy said. The 
human soul is like a spring ; it carries poison 
far, and what man can guarantee that poison 
is not lying at the bottom of his own soul, and 
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that he would not create polsoned characters? 
The soul is blank paper I God writes on one 
side, and Satan on the other; but God and 
Satan are only symbols in this case. In fact, 
tbere is another hand ; thc world is that band 
really. The world writes on the soul, good 
and bad people write on it, moments of hap- 
piness write there, suffering writes morę en- 
duringly than all. But there are souls like 
mussels. The mussel changes grains of sand, 
and the soul pain, into pearls; sadness and 
solitude are the means. But not always. tt 
depends on the soul. Sadness and solitude 
sometimes conceal weariness, emptiness, and 
stupidity. These three fuU sisters Hke to dwell 
in palaces built of sadness and solitude, seek- 
ing that which they have never losŁ It does 
not foUow from tbis that tbere are no charms 
in solitude. There are nonę in sadness, at least 
for a sadj>erson. Solitude for the soul is some- 
tbing like a time of sleep for the body. Nay, 
morę ; that misty monad, the soul, seems to 
dissolve in solitude, to separate, to yanish, to 
cease its existence almost; words and thoughts 
end in that silent region ; the soul is annibi- 
lated for a season, separates on all sides from 
its own centrę. All tbis is called rest "^ 

Solitude is the worst term that the buman 
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mind has had wit to iiivent ; solitude is never 
alone, silencc always goes with it. 

It is a pity that the misty garments of this 
lady calied Solitude are borne most frequeiitly 
by that seductive page whose name is Laziness. 

But sometimea, say tbe poets, solitude gives 
a creative momenŁ The soul is lost tben and 
trcmbles, inclining to receitfe some vision fly- y 
V ing ia from beyond. / 

For this reason only fools or sages love 
solitude greatly. 

What was the countess ? 

Let us see. It is time to desceod from 
cloudy heights to life'3 realities. Let tbe 
countess enterl How? As a young maiden 
— can there be anythittg morę charming under 
the sun? Such a beautiful mixture of blood, 
body, perfumes, flowers, sun rays — and what 
elsei> 

Our illusions. 

Fly in, golden butterfly. 
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CHAPTER XII 



Sad, indeed, had been the previous life of the 
countess. During her fathei^s life she had sat 
whole days in a chamber which was lonely 
and almost poor, Ustening to the twittering of 
sparrows outside the windows, or the quarrels 
of girls in the kitchen. 

The old count came home every evening 
wearied and broken with ceaseless pouring 
from the empty into the void, as he called his 
affairs. Nothing succeeded with him. In his 
time he had been active and industrious; he 
had wished to give the aristocracy an example 
of how men with escutcheons should apply 
themselves to labor and industry, and as a re- 
sult, he lost his property. There remained to 
him in return experience which he would have 
been glad to sell for a few thousand, and still 
one ofher thing which he would not have sold, 
that is, his reminiscences and his family prlde. 

In him the cement of that experience and 
that pride was his hatred of life, of men, of the 
whole world. This was naturaL His own 
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people did not receive him, and those who did 
receive the roan, recetved him in such fashion 
that the fable of the dying lion and the asses' 
hoofs came to one's memory. If he had oniy 
had a son ! The young eagle might fly from 
the nest with new strength, seeking Itght and 
the sun — but a daughter I The old man did 
not deceive himself : a daughter must become 
either an oM maid, or many after his death 
the first man who met ber. For this reason 
the count did not Iove his daughter as much 
as he should have loved. In spite of that the 
daughter Ioved him sincerely. She Ioved him 
because he had white hair, because he was un- 
fortunate, finally, because she had no one else 
to love. Moreover, he was for her the last 
Yolume of the story which she was weaving in 
her mind. 

Frequently in the evenmg her fatiier toU her 
in his plaintive voice of the ancient decds of 
their family, fuli of glitter and glory, old his- 
tories plcasant for counts and countesses ; and 
she while listening to them fixed her whole soul 
in that past. / 

Often it seemed to her that from the golden / 
web of the legend some winged figurę tore , 
itself free, half a hussar knight with a crooked ^ 
sabre in his grasp, an eagle-like son of the 
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steppe and of battle. He waved his band, and 
the steppes were cleared of Tartars. One 
might say, " I can see the Crimea and the blue 
waves beyond." Hei ! the usual drcams of a 
maiden I As wide as the steppes are, so many 
are the songs of his actions; and then he is 
so covered with gloiy, though youthful; so 
bloody, though so beloved. He bent his fore- 
head before some female figurę. The usual 
dream of a niagnate's daughter 1 That female 
figurę is she ; he a Koretski or a Herburt. 

And as she was reared, so did she imagine ; 
and these imaginings had no use, nay, they 
were perhaps harmful, though attractive. So, 
when the old man finished the stories and, re- 
membering the present, added with bitterness,. 
" My fault, my fault ! " she wound her arms 
around his neck, then, saying usually, " Not 
thy fault, papa ; those times will return again." 

But those times did not return. The old 
man died, and no knight appeared as a guar- 
dian, no knight cut from the blackened back- 
ground of a picture. The form which appeared 
had nothing in common with knighthood. 
That head with sevcre face and broad fore- 
head, the cold face of a modern thinker, in no 
manner, even in the dreams of a maiden, did 
it fit to a bronze helmet with ostrich plumes. 
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Other powers must łiave pulsated in the fore- 
head of a man leading winged regiments 
f^ióst Tartars. 

But, on the other band, Yosef was something 
entirely new for the countess, something which 
madę her admire. There were not many 
words in him, but there was force. In a short 
time he became for her eyerything; she found 
in the man decision, energy, and swiftness of 
action. Perhaps she could not explain to her- 
self that that also was manhood, only different 
from the manhood of the past ; or was she un- 
ablc to discern that? The old count succeeded 
in nothing. Yosef when he had taken up her 
affairs did in one day morę than the count had 
ever done in ten, He understood that the 
countess necded some resources, so as not to 
appeal in sujall things to the kindness and 
pocket of Pani Yisberg. At this thought she 
trembled. He had foreseen it He rescued 
radically the remnant of her income ; and his 
acts in this regard were like the cut of a lancet, 
ever surę, always efficient Naturćtlly, Yosef 
managed by the aid of a jurist, an acąuaint- 
ancc, who, though young, would have talked 
love of God into Satan. But why dId not the 
old count help himself in a similar fashion? 

This brought the countess to a certain idea: 
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Aristocracy she iraa^aed to herself in the 
person of her father, democracy in the person 
of Yosef. " Oh, what people they must be I " 
thought she, almostwith dread, " terrible people 
who know how to cnish obstacles, another kind 
of people." Books told the rest to her. 

The countess went far in such thoughts. 
Once when she askedYosef for detailsconcem- 
ing his past, she heard him answerwith perfect 
freedom, " My father was a blacksmith." She 
could hardly understand how he dared tell such 
a^thing, so natural did it seem to her that if 
that were the case he ought not to mention it. 
Why did he not conceal it? These words were 
really a hammer which struck the soul of the 
countess most heavily. 

She 8urveyed Yosef with an astonished 
glance, as if seeking a leather apron on him, 
or traces of sparks on his hands. Besides, it is 
proper to confess that, despite all her gratitude 
to him and Fani Yisberg, she judged at first, 
in silence it is true, that the coronet inclined 
those people to her ; she judged that in shelter- 
ing the daughter of a lord they did that some- 
what to do themselyes honor. But she learned 
that touching Yosef she was thoroughly mis- 
taken. He pronounced the word count just 
as he did the word Jew, gipsy, or noble, not 
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evea turning attention to the special sense of 
those sounds. 

Did he not understand? She could not 
admit that, though really tbe question of aris- 
tocracy lay thus far untouched in his mind. 
She suspected hioi, however, of igaoring it pur- 
posely. But that was not enough, — the coun- 
tess noticed in Yosefs treatment of her a 
certain loftiness or rather indulgence. He was 
considerate and kmd toward her, but in such a 
manner as if he wished to show that his action 
was the yielding of strength before wcakness, 
the indulgence of a strong man for a child; 
though, on the other hand, how safe she felt 
under such protection I 

It seemed to her as if there was nothing im- 
possible to Yosef. She could sleep ąuietly and 
calmly ; he was on guard. She tried, however, 
at once to rclate herself to him differently; 
she wished to dazzle hioi with her culture. 
Meanwhile it came out that Yosef corrected het 
ideas gently, — showed her what was right in 
them, what was erroneous. Bricfly, to her 
great disgust, he taught and enlightened her. 
She tried to impose by her talent, and on a 
certain occasion she sat down at the piano as 
if by chance and displayed cascades of melody 
before him; but what? Thattormented Augus- 
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tiaovich sat down after her and played far 
better. This fellow also knew how to do every- 
thing, he knew everything ! 

The countess went in deep thought to her 
chamber that evening. But that she compre- 
hended and understood these relations showed 
that her Intelligence was not among the least, 
and it was not wonderful that she thought of 
these relations so soon after the death of her 
father, for even the very desp^r of a "well- 
bred " woman has in it a certain coquetry morę 
or less conscious, though always innocenŁ 

So a silent battle had begun between a new 
child of the people and an aristocratic young 
lady. It was developed by those relations 
which we have mentioned, relations which were 
barely tangible. This struggle was the morę 
dangcrous for him sińce he did not suspect it 
The countess was not able to dazzle him, but she 
roused in him the most lively sympathy. For 
him she became a kind of beloved child whose 
fate he held in his hand, as it seemed to him. 

Occupied with her actively, he neglected 
Helena; he visits to her became rarer. He 
pursued morę the thought of doing something 
which might be agreeable to the countess than 
he fled before the thought of doing something 
disagreeable to Helena. 
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As for the counteas, it is easy to understand 
that in ber feelings for him there was not and 
could not be anything whjch contatned hatę^n 
it A somewhat roused vanity might lead 
rather to lovc than to hatred. To tell the 
trutb, Countess Lula wished simply that that 
energetic democTat might in futurę bend to her 
aristocratic knees his submissiye. and enamoured 
head. 

But she had not put th« object clearly tiU she 
noticed that Yosef was a handsome mao. We 
will State in parenthesis that Countess Lfocadia 
was twenty years old, and that for aome titne 
there had been roused in her soul various 
yearnings and disquiet3, of which she could not 
render account to herself. In the language of 
poets, that would have been calłed the echo of 
a desire " to love and be Ioved, and perhaps 
even to die young." But whatever the ques- 
tioQ was, we may be satisfied by knowing that 
it furnished Lula with a thread of continual 
Łhinking of Yosef, the confidence which she 
had in him. Her gratitude for protection 
experienced from day to day increased her 
sympathy. 

It is truć that the old countess in her time 
had told Lula that a well-bred young lady 
must not love ; but Mother Naturę whispered 
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to her something quite diGEerent. In truth, 
those two motliers.are Qften iti disagreement. 
This 13 one r«asoQ why- In tbe souls of most 
women a broad robust feeling rarely springs 
up and becomcs vigorou9 in them; on the 
contrary, a Łhousand oenrous little love9 are 
planted, kss winged, but less binding. 

Lula Yerińed the fect, then, tliat Yosef was 
intellectual, noble, and a handsome man; we 
will not dare to guarantee which quality it was 
that she emphasized most That evening, 
however, when she waa going to sleep she 
gave herself this question, which m the sequel 
was important, " But if he loved me ? " 

Instead óf an answer she ran with bare feet 
and half dressed to tbe glass. Authors alone 
are permitted to see pictures of this sort. The 
night-cap was on. her head, and from under 
the cap came to her white shoulders tresses 
of dark hair which disappeared under her 
night-dress. With gleaming eyes and moving 
breast she gazed at the glass. "But if he 
loved me," repeated she, " and if he were 
to kneel berę pale and burning — " At that 
moment a blood-red blush covered her face 
and neck; she blew out the light. 

Thenceforth peculiar changes began to ap- 
pear ia her; sometimes a strange disquiet 
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mastered her, she fell into thoaghtfulness ; 
sometimes she walked as if drowsy, as if op- 
pressed, weakened ; at another time she covered 
her bead oa Malinka's breast, and kissed her 
without reason, Yosef she saw daily. 

And so days and months passed ; but by 
degrees some change began to take place in 
Yosef too. Gradually that dear child had 
ripened in his soul and become a beauŁiful 
woman in fuU bloom. His glance when he 
loolced at her had not that fornser complete 
transparency and calmness, Formerly he 
might have luUed her to sleep on his breast, 
and laid her as he would a child on a couch ; 
tO'day that would have caused a surprisingly 
different sensation. The idyl grew stronger 
in the spirit of both, till at last, after so many 
and so many days, or so many and so many 
months, the following conversations took place 
in the lodgings of Fani Yisberg and those of 
Yosef. 

"If thou wert in 1ove, Malinka?" 

" Then, my Lula, I should be very happy, 
and I should 1ove very much; and seest thou, 
my Lula, the Lord God would arrange so that 
the man should love me also," 

" But if he did not love? " 

Malinka rubbed her forehead with her hand. 
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" I do not know, I do not know, but it seems 
to me that there is a difTerence between loving 
and loying. I sbould Iove this way — O God 1 
I do not know how to tell it — this way is how 
I should love — " 

Malinka threw ber arms around the neck of 
her friend, and pressing ber to ber bosom, 
covered ber with fondling and kisses. 

" My Lula, be would have to love me tben." 

And like two doves they hid their heads on 
the breasts of each other. 

There was silence, 

" Malinka t " said Lula at last, with tears ia 
her voice. 

" Lula, my heartfelt I " 

" Malinka, I love," 

" I know, Lula." 



" Old man I " said Augustinovicb to Yosef. 

"Wbat news?" 

"May I be if tbis is new. Old man, 

I saw tbee kissing tbe countes3's veil. May I 
be banged if thou didst not kiss itt Weil, 
thou art fond ' of kissing — wait, I b3ve a 
parasol here, perhaps thou wilt kiss the para- 
sol; if tbatdoes not suit tbee, then perhaps 
my last year's cloak. The sleeve lining is tom, 
but otherwise it is a good cloak. May I be 1 
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— Give me the pipe — 1 fcoow what this 
means, old man ; that fool of a Yisberg does 
not know, but I know," 

Yosef covered his face mth lus hands. 

Augu5tinovich looked at hnn in silence, 
shuffled his feet under the table, coaghed, 
muttered something throngh histeeih; finally 
he said in a voice Of emotion, — 

" Old man ! " 

Yosef madę no answer. 

Augustinovich shook hhn by the shoiilder 
with sympathy. 

" Weil, old man, do not grieve, be not 
troubled — thou art concemed about Helena." 

Yosef ttembled. 

" About Helena. Thou att honest, old. m^. 
What is to be done with her now? — I know I 
If thou wish, old man, I will many her. By 
Jove, I will many her I " 

Yosef stood up. Beautiful resolution shone 
on his broad forehead, and though on his 
frowning brows thou could^ read pain and 
stniggie, thou couldst SeC tiiat the victory 
would fali where Yosef wtshed it. He pressed 
Augustinovich's haltd. 

" I am going out." 

" Where art thou going? " 

" To Helena." 
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Augustinovich stared at him. 

"To He-le-na? " 

" Yes," answered Yosef. " Enough of de- 
ceit and hesitatioa I To Helena with a reąuest 
for her hand." 

Augustinovich looked at him as he went out, 
and shaldng his head, muttered through his 
teeth,— 

" See, stupid Adasia,* how pecj^e act" 

Then he filled his pipe^ turned on the bed, 
and snored with redoubled energy. 

> Adasia is Adam, Augustuiovicli's own name. 
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CHAPTER Xni 

Helena was not at home. Yosef waited sev- 
eral hours for her, walking unquieUy up and 
down in her chamber. He resolved at what- 
ever cost to come out of the false position in 
which he had bees put by his guardianship 
over die widów and over the countess, but he 
acknowledged to himself that this resolution 
brought him pain. That pain was great, almost 
physical. Yosef had come to ask Heleaa's 
hand, but it seemed to him at that moment 
that he could not endure her. He was rush- 
ing toward the other with heart and mind ; thou 
wouldst h3ve said that he felt a prayer in his 
own breast, that he begged of his own will for 
a moment morę of that other. He loved Lula 
as only energetic natures can love who are ap- 
parently cold, 

He prepared himself for the meeting with 
Helena, and hc foresaw that it would cost him 
no little. There is nothing morę repulsive 
than to tell a woman who is not loved that she 
is loved That is one of the least possible 
hypocrisies for a real manly naturę. Yosef on 
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a time had loved Helena, but he had ceased to 
love her, even before he had observed how 
and how much he bad become attached to 
Lula. When he saw Łhis he had a moment of 
weakness ; he felt this new Iove, and he feared 
to think of it and confess it. When his heart 
spoke too loudly, he said to it: "Be ^lentl " 
And he closed his ears, fearing his own pos- 
sible acttons and especially decisions for the 
futurę. This was not in accordance with him, 
and could not last long. 

Augustinovich with his peculiar cynicism 
cast this Iove in his eyes, and forced bim to 
meet it face to face. Further evasion was 
now impossible. Yosef stood up to the battle, 
and went from it to Helena. 

But he did not go without traces of a strug- 
gle. He had a feyer in his blood, and he could 
not think calmly. Yarious pictures of smali 
but dear memories came to his mind, where- 
with at that moment h« believed morę than 
ever that Lula loved him. 

" Have I the right to destroy her happiness 
too?" This ioibecile thought roared in him 
like the last arrow of conquered warrlors. He 
broke it, however, with the reflection that be- 
tween him and Helena there was an obligation, 
between him and Lula nothing. 
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Other <UfficuItin belonged to the result of 
Yosefs decisioli. The decision was hones^ 
but still to tura it into reallty he had to lie, 
and tben to lie all his life by pretendiag love. 
Evil appeared as a result of good. " £i, shall 
I not have to go mad?" thought he. "And 
this life will be snarled like a tbread. Every one 
tswhirling round after happiness, as a dog &fter 
his own taił, and evety man a chasing it with 
cqual succesft." Ho 1 Yosef, wfao did not love 
declamation, had still ^len into the dialectics 
of unhappiness. Soch a philosophy has a 
chann : a man loves his misfortunc as a hap- 
pioess. 

Mean«f4iile evening came, but HelenU was 
not to be seen. Yosef supposed that she must 
have gone to the cemeteiy, and he did not 
himself know why that thought madę him aa- 
giy on that occasion. 

He lighted a candle and began to walk 
through the room. By chanoe hia glance fell 
on Fotkanski. Yosef had not known him, and 
did not iike him, though for the justińcation of 
his antipathy he could hardly brii^ in the 
words " lord's son." 
. When he looked ^ain at diat broad, calm 
face, something glittered ta his eyes whlch was 
almost like hatred. 
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" And for her I am only the counterfeit of 
that man there," thought h& 

These words were not tnie, Yosef difTered 
altogether in character from Fotkansld, and 
Helena loved him now for himself; neverthe- 
less the thought pricked him, he would have 
given mtłch if Helena had not on a time beea 
the mfe of tiiat aian there, and łiad not had a 
child by łum. "And I shall have a chtld." 
said he, "a son whom I shall rear into a man, 
strong and practical." 

" Ah, if that fitture child wbre tnine and 
Lula'8 1 " 

He shook feverishly and pressed his lips ; a 
few drops of perspiration gUttered on his fore- 
bead. In the last thought łhere was a wfaole 
ocean of desire. 

He sat in that way for half an hour yet be- 
fore Helena came. She was dressed in Uack, 
with which color her pale coniplexion and 
blond hair came otit excellently. When she 
saw Yosef she smiled dmidly; but great pleas- 
ure was. in that smfle, for he had been a rare 
guest in recent times. > 

Happily for her, she had enoagh of tact or 
of feminine foresight not to reproach bim ; she 
did not dare, either, to rejoice aloud at his com- 
ing, sińce she knew not what he was bringing. 
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But the palm which she gave him embraced 
his hand finniy and broadly. That palm quiv- 
ered witb the heartfelt language of movements 
iaterpretiiig fear and feeling whea lipa are 
silent. 

With a melancholy smile and hand so ex- 
tended she was enchanting with the inexpres- 
sible charm of an enamoured woman. If she 
had had a star in her hair, she might have 
passed simply for an angel, — perbaps she had 
even the aureole around her head which love 
gives, — but for Yosef she was not an angel, 
nor had she an aureole; but he touched her 
hand with his lips, 

"Be seated. Helena, near me, and listen," 
said he. " I have not beea here for a long 
time, and I wisb that the former freedom and 
confidence should return to us." 

She threw aside her cape and hat, arranged 
her hair with her hand, and sat down in silence. 
Great alarm was evident on her face. 

" I hear thee, Yosef." 

" It is four years sińce the death of Gustav, 
who confided thee to me. I have kept the 
promise given him as well as I was able, and 
as I kaew bow, but the relation between us 
has not been such as it should be. Tbis must 
cbange, Helena." 
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He aeeded to draw breath, he had to pro- 
nounce sentence on himself. 

In the silence which lasted awhile, the beat- 
ing of Helena's heart could be beard. Her 
face was pale, her eyes blinked <]uickly, as is 
usual with women who are frightened. 

" Must tbey change?" wbispered sbe, in a 
scarcely audible voice. 

" Be my wife." , 

" Yosef 1 " 

Sbe placed her hands togetber, as if for 
prayer, and looked at bim a moment with 
eyes wandering because of pressing thougbts 
and feelings. 

"Be my wife. The time of wbich I spoke 
to thee before bas come." 

She threw ber arms around his nech, and 
put her head on his breast. 

"Thou art not trifling with me, Yosef? No, 
no I Tben I sball be happy yet? Oh, I !ove 
thee 50 1 " 

Helena's bosom rosę and fell, ber face was 
radiant, and ber lips approacbed bis. 

*' Oh, I bave been very sad, very lonely," con- 
tinued sbe, " but I believed in thee. The beart 
trusts wbeo it loves. Thou art minę I I only 
live throughthee — whatislife? If one laughs 
and is joyful, if one is sad and weeps, if one 
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thtalcs and loYes-^that b Ufe. But I rcjoice 
and I weep only through thee, I tbink Qf thee, 
I love thee. If pcople wished tQ diyide us I 
should tear out my hair and bmcl thy feet with 
łt I am liln a flajne which thou may8t.blow. I 
am thine — letme wcep t Dosttbou k>ve me? " 

" I lovcJ' 

"I łiave wept for sc) maiiy yean^ but not 
such tears as I shed to-day. It k so bnght in 
my soul I Let me close my eyes and look at 
that brightness. How much happiness in one 
word I Oh, Yosef, my Yosef, Iknow not even 
how to thick of tbis." 

It was grievou8 for him to hear wonds like 
those from Helena; he feltthe immease ialse- 
hood and dtscord i^ which. bis life bad to flow 
with that womao thcnceforward, that woman so 
beautiful, so greatjy loving, and loved so little. 

He rosę sad took farewell of b^. 

Helena, left alone. placed her buroing fore- 
head against a pane of the window, asid loi^ 
did she stand thus ia silence. At last she 
opened thc window, and, ptacing ber bead on 
her palm, looked into ^e broad, sparkling 
summer night SUent tears flowed down her 
fece, ber goldeo tresses fell upon her bosom, 
the moonlight was moYing upon ber forehead 
and putting a sUvery whiteness on her dress. 
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A FEW days later AugustlnoWcb was sittiog in 
Yosef s lodgings ; hc was working vigorously in 
view of the approaching examinatiQii. Ix>ving 
effect in all things, be had shaded the Windows, 
and in the middle of the room had placed a 
table, before which be was standing at tbat 
moment, Evidently he was occupied with 
some experiment, for on the table was a 
multitude of old ^aas yessels and pots fuli 
of powders and fluids, and ńi the centrę was 
burning a spirit lamp, which surrounded with 
a blue flame the stupld head of a retort which 
was quivering under the influence of boiling 
]iquid contained in it 

Work bumed, as they said, in the hands of 
Augustinovich ,-■ no one coutd labor so qulckly 
as he. With a gtad smile oa his face he moved 
really with entbusiasm, freqtiently entertaining 
himself with a song or a dialogue with the first 
vessel he took up, or with a pious remark oa 
tbe fleeting naturę of thjs world. 
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Sometimes he left his work for a moment, 
and raislng bis eyes and his hands declaimed 
in toncs which were very tragic, — 
" Ah, Euiydice I before thjr beanty 
I passed the ronnds of succeu, 
And the Mntence of Delphi was tmdonbted. 
Tbat on earth I am tbe only one blesL" 

Then again in a hundred trills and cadencea he 
sang,— 

" O piano I piano I — Zitto ! pia-ha-ha-no ! " 
Or similar creations of his own mind on a 
sudden, — 

"And if thoa fiU a pip«, O Yoath, 
And presaing the bówl with thy finger, pnt fire on it" 

" By Mohammed I If Yosef should come, 
thts work would go on morę quickly ; but he is 
marrying Helena at present — Ei 1 and as in- 
nocence is dear to me, I would fix it this way I 
Dear Helena, permit — And what farther? Oh, 
the farther the better — " 

AU at once some one pulled the beli. 

Augustinovich turned toward the door and 
extending his hand intoned, — 
" Road-weary traTeller, 
Cross thoa my threshold." 

The door opened; a man young and ele- 
gantly dressed entercd the room. 
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Augustinovich did not know him. 

The most important notable trait of the 
newly arrived was a velvet sack-coat and light- 
colored trousers; besides, he was washed, 
shaven, and combed. His face was neither 
stupid nor clever, neither beautiful nor ugly, . 
neither kind nor malicious; moreover, he was 
neither tali nor of Iow stature. His nose, 
mouth, chin, and forehead were medium ; 
special marks he had nonę. 

" Does Pan Yosef Sbvarts Iive here? " 

" It is certain that he lives here." 

" Is it possible to see him? " 

" It is possible at this time ; but in the night, 
when it is very dark, the case is different" 

The newly arrived began to lose patience ; 
but Augustinovich'3 face expressed rather 
gladness than malice. 

" The owner of this house sent me to Pan 
Yosef as to a man who knows Uie address and 

the fate of Countess I^ocadia N . Could 

you give me some explanatioiis aa to faerf" 

" Oh yes, she is very nice I " 

" That is not the question." 

" Just that, indeed. Were I to answer that 
she is as ugly as night, would you be curious 
to make her acquaintance ? No, no, by tłte 
prophet I " 
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" My name U Felsld ; I am het couun." 

** Ob, I am not ber cousin at all I " 

The newly arrived frowned. 

" Either you do not understand me, or you 
are trifling." 

"Not at all, though Pani Yisberg always 
insists that I am — But you are not ac- 
quainted with Pani Yisberg. She is an excel- 
lent woman. She is diatinguished by this, 
tbat she has a daughter, tbough it ia nothing 
great to have a daughter; but she is as rich 
as Jupiter 1 " 

"Sir I" 

"Now I hear steps on the stairs, — Pan 
Yosef is coming surely. I will lay a wager 
with you that he is coming — " 

Indeed, the door opened and Yosef wallced 
in. One would have said that his severe and 
intelligent face had matured in the last few 
hours; in its ezpression was the calm encrgy 
of a man who had already decided on the 
means of advance in the futurę. 

"This is Fan Pelski, Yosef," sud Augosti- 
aoińch. 

Yosef looked at the newly arrived inquir- 
ingly. 

Meanwhile Pelski explained to him the ob- 
ject of his coming; and though at news of the 
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relationship of the young man to Lula his 
forehead wrinkled slightly, he gave him her 
address without hesitation. 

" I take farewell of you," said Yosef, at last; 
" the countess will be greatly delighted to find 
in you a cousin, but it is a pity that she could 
not have found a relative two months ago." 

Felski muttered something unintelligibte. 
Evtdently Yosefs ńgure and style of inter- 
course imposed on him no little. 

"Why give faim Lula's address?" aaked 
Augu5tinovich. 

" Because I should have acted ridiculousl/ 
bad I refuscd." 

" But I did not give it." 

" What didst thou tell him?** 

" A thousand things except the address. I 
did not know whetłier thou woutdst be satisfied 
if I gave it." 

" He would have found the address any- 
how." 

" Oh, it will be pleasant at Fani Viaberg'3. 
Wilt thou go there to-day?" 

" No." 

"And to-morrow?" 

« No." 

"But when?" 

" Never." 
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"It is no trick, old man, to flee before 
danger." 

"I am no knight errant, I am not Don 
Quixote, I choose rather to avoid dangers and 
cunquer than choose them and fali. Not 
Middle-Age boasting commands me, but 
reason." 

A moment of silence followed. 

" Wert thou at Helena's yesterday? " asked 
Aug^stinoyich. 

" I was." 

" When will the marriage be? " 

" Right away after I receive my degree," 

" Maybe it is better for thee that the afTair 
ends thus." 

" Why dost thou say that? " 

" I do not know but thou wilt be angry ; but 
Lula — now, I do not believe her — " 

Yosefs eyes gleamed with a wonderful 
light; he put bis hand on Augustinovich's 
shoulder. 

" Say nothing bad of her," said he, with 
emphasis. 

He wished, indeed, that the countess, tom 
from him by the force of circumstances, should 
remain in his mind unblemished. He took 
pleasure in thinking of her. 

" What am I to tell her when she asks about 
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thee?" iDquired Augustioovicb, after a short 
sileace. 

"Tell her the trutb, tell her tbat I aoi going 
to many another." 
" £i, old man, I will tell her something else." 
"Why?" asked Yosef, looking him io the 
eyes. 
" Oh, so 1 " 
" Speak clearly." 
" She seems to love thee." 
Yosef 's face fiushed ; he knew Lula's feel- 
ing, but that information from the lips of 
another startled him. It filled his hreast with 
sweetness and as it were with despair together 
with the sweetness. 
" Who told thee that? " asked he. 
" Malinka; she tells me everything." 
" Then tell Lula that I marry another from 
tnclination and duty." 
" Amen I " concluded Augustinovich. 

In the evening he went to Pani Yisberg^s; 
Malinka opened the door to him. 

" Oh, is this you ? " said she, with a blush, 

AugustiDovich seized her hands and kissed 
them repeatedly. 

" Oh, Pan Adam ! that is not permitted, not 
permitted," insisted the blushing girl. 
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" It 19, it is I " answered he, in a tonę of deep 
coavictioa. " But — but," continued he, reaiov- 
ing his overcoat and buttoning his gloves (he 
was dressed with uncommon elegance), " was 
some young man here this afternoon? " 

" He was ; he will come iu the eveniiig." 

" So much the better," 

Augustiiiovich went into the drawing-room 
with Malinka. The drawing-room had some- 
how a look of importance, as tf for the recep- 
tion of a notable guesL On the table a double 
lamp was burning, the piano was open. 

" Why did Pan Yoscf not come with 
3r»u?" 

" The same question from the countess will 
meet me. In every casc pennit me to defer 
my answer till she asks." 

The countess did not keep them waiting 
long. She en terę d, dressed in black, with 
simply a few pearls in her hair. 

" But Pan Yosef ? " asked she at once. 

" He is not coming," 

"Why?" 

" He is occupied. Building his futurę." 

The countess was wounded by the thought 
that Yosef would not come. 

"But d* you not help him in that labor?" 
asked she. 
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" May my guardian angel keep me from such 
work," 

"It must be very difficult." 

" Like every new building." 

"Why does he work 50?" 

" Duty." 

" I believe that Pan Yosef builda eveiything 
on that foundation." 

"This time it will be morę difiicult for him 
tban ever before. But somcbody is coming 
— that is your cousin. What a splendid 
mant" 

Fan Falski entered tbe drawing-room ; soon 
after came Fani Yisberg also. 

After the greetings conyersation began to 
circie about ia the ocean of commonplace. 

Augustinovich took Uttle part ia it He sat 
ia an armchair, partly closed his eyes with an 
expression of indiffercnce toward everythtng. 
He had the habit of closing his eyes while 
making obsenrations, when nothing escaped 
his notice. 

Count Felski (we had foi^tten to state that 
he had that title} sat near Lula, twirling in his 
fingers the string of his eyeglasses, and cod- 
yersing with her vivaciously. 

"Till I came to KiefT," said he, "I knew 
nothing of the misfortune wbich had met our 
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whole fatnily, but especially you, tiirough the 
death of your esteemed father." 

"Did you know my father?" asked Lula, 
with a sigh. 

" No, cousin. I knew only that unfortunate 
quarrels and lawsuits separated our families 
for a number of years. I knew notbing of 
those quarrcls, since I was young and always 
absent, and if I am to make a confession my 
present vi3it was undertaken only as an attempt 
at reconciliation." 

"What was the degree of relationship be- 
tween you and my father? " 

" Reared abroad, I know little. of our family 
relations in generał; for example, I am in- 
debted to a lucky chance for discovenng not 
our relationship, of which I was aware, but 
other intimate bonds connecting our families 
from of old." 

" Is it permitted to inquire about this cir- 
cumstance?" 

" With pleasure, cousin. Having taken on 
me, after the death of my father, the manage- 
ment of my property and family afTairs, I 
looked into the' papers and various documents 
touching my family. Weil, in these docu- 
ments I discovered that your family is not 
only related to the Felskis, but has Uie same 
escutcheon." 
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" To a certatn extent, then, we are to thank 
chance for our acąuaintance." 

" I bless this chance, cousin." 

Lula dropped her eyes, her smali hand 
twisted the end of ber scarf ; after a wbfle she 
raised her head. 

" And for me it is equally pleasant," said 
she. 

The shadow of a smile flew over Augustino- 
vich's face. 

"I had much difficulty in finding your 
lodgings. This gentleman" (Pelsld indicated 
Augustinovich with one eye) " has a marvellous 
method of giving answers. Fortunately his 
room-mate came; he gave me an answer at 
last." 

" I Iived in the same house as tbey," added 
the countess. 

" How did you become acąuainted with 
them, cousin?" 

" When father fell ill, Pan Shvarts watched 
him in his last hours; afterward he found Pani 
Yisberg, and I am much indebted to bim." 

Augu5tinovich's closed eyelids opened a 
little, and the sneering expression yanished 
from his face, 

" Is he a doctor? " asked Pelski. 

" He will be a doctor soon." 
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Pelski meditated a moment. 

" I was acquainted in Heidelbet|; with a 
professor and writer of the same name. From 
irtiat family is tlus mao ? " 

" Oh, I do not IcDow, indeed," answered the 
countess, blushing deeply. 

Augustinovich's eyes opened to their fuli 
width, and with an indescribable expression of 
malice he turned toward the countess. 

" I thought," said he, " that you knew per- 
fectly whence Pan Yosef came, and what his 
family is." 

Lula's confusłon reached the highest de- 
gree. 

"I — do not remember," groaned she. 

"Do you not? Then I will remind yoiŁ 
Fan Yosef was bom in Zvinogrodets, where 
his father in his day was a blacksmitb." 

Pelski looked at bis cousin, and bendmg 
toward her said with sympathy, — 

" I am pained, cousin, at the fatality which 
forced you to live with people of a difTerent 
sphere." 

Lula sighed. 

Oh, evil, evil was that sigh. Lula knew 
that among those people of a difTerent sphere 
she had found aid, protection, and kindness; 
that for this reason they sbould be for her 
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something morę than that cousin of recent 
acąuaintance. But she was ashamed to tell 
himthis, and she remained silent, a little angry 
and a Ilttle gńeved. 

Meanwhile Fani Yisberg invited her guests 
to tea. Lula ran for a while to her own cham- 
ber, and sitting on her bed coyered her face 
with her hands. At that moment she was ia 
Yosefs chamber mentally. " He is toiling 
there," thought she, *' and here they speak of 
him as of some one strange to me. Why did 
that other say that he was the son of a 
blacksmith ? " 

It seemed to her as if they were wron^ng 
Yosef, but she felt offended at him, too, be- 
cause he was the son of a blacksmith. 

At tea she sat near her cousin, a litlle 
thoughtful, a little sad, turning unquiet glances 
toward Augustinovich, who from the moment 
of bis malicious interference filled her with a 
certain fear. 

"Indeed thou art not thyself. Lula," said 
Pani Yisbei^, placing ber band on the g^rrs 
beated forehead. 

Malinka, who was standing with the teapot 
in ber band, pouring tea in the light, stopped 
the yellowish stream, and turning her bead 
said with a smile, — 
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" Lula is oniy serious. I find tbee, Lula, in 
black colors — art thou in love? " 

The countess understood Maliiika's idea, 
but she was not confused. 

"Black 13 the color ofmourning; in every 
case it is my color." 

" And beauttful as thy word, cousin," added 
Felski. 

After tea she seated herself at the piano, and 
from behind the tnusic-rack could be seen her 
shapely forehead marked witii regular brows. 
She played a certain melancholy mazurka of 
Chopin, but trouble and disquiet did not Ieave 
her face. 

Augustinoińch knew musie, and from her 
playing he divined the condition of her mind. 
Still he thought, — 

"She is sad, thereforc she plays; but she 
plays because her cousin is llstening." 

But on the way home he thought morę 
about Lula and Yosef than one might have 
eicpected from his frivolous naturę. 

" Oh, Satan take it, what will happen, what 
willhappen?" muttered he. 

In the midst of these thoughts he entered 
his lodgings. Yosef was not sleeping yet; he 
was sitting leaning oa his elbows over some 
book. 
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" Hast thou been at Pani Visberg's?" 

" I h2ve," 

Impatience and curiosi^ were quivering in 
Yosef s face ; evidently he wished to ask about 
the evening, but on thinking the matter over 
he rested his head on his hands again, and 
began to read, 

Suddenly he threw the book aside and 
walked a couple of times through the room. 

" Thou wert at Pani Visberg's? " 

" I was," 

"Hal" 

"Well.what?" 

" Nothing." 

He sat down to his book agato. 
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CHAPTER XV 

A COUPLB 'of weeks passed. The relations 
of the personages known to us had not under- 
gODc change. 

Yosef did not visit Pani Visberg's, but^ to 
make up, FelskI was a daily guest there io spite 
of Augustioovich, who tormented him, and 
whom the count could not endure. 

" How does the countess's cousin seem to 
thee ? " asked Yosef of him one day. 
" Oh, my friend, he is a zero." 
" With what dost thou reproach him?" 
" Nothing ; what does stupidity mean really? 
He talks with the ladies as far as he is able ; he 
wears a fashionable coat, glossy gloves; he 
knots bis cravat symmetrically, praises virtue, 
condemns vice, says it is better to be wise 
than not ; still, O Yosef, he is a zera" 
"Thou judgest people in masses." 
" Again ! in masses. As is known to thee, 
I judge the breast according to the measure 
of the tailor, not that of Phidias; and as I ad- 
vance laughter seizes me, but my heart does 
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not burst, it must have cause sufficient to 
burst." 

" Speak morę clearly." 

«'What shall I say to thee? Weil, he is a 
middling man, a man of the mean, but not 
the golden one ; honest, for he has not done 
anything dtshonesf or perverse. But let him 
go 1 Better speak of philosophy or sing an 
old contradance; which dost thou prefer?" 

" Let us speak of him, I beg of thee," said 
Yosef, with decision. 

*' Weil, fiU me a pipę then." 

Yosef filled a pipę for him, lighted a cigar for 
łumself, and began to walk through the room. 

" I will not give thee an account of the even- 
ings there, for I do not wish to annoy thee," 
said Augustinovich, " but if thou desire this 
thing, then listen. ' 

" The afTair is as follovra : Felski learned that 
the old count left a daughter, and curiosity 
led him to look at her. Seest thou, people 
are vatn ; they love effect, and the rdle of a 
rich cousin in presence of a poor one is 
not devoid of effect, so this rdle has pleased 
Pelski. Whom would it not please? Thou art 
wealthy, and givest thy hand to her (that is, 
to thy cousin), thou shieldest her with thy 
most mighty protection, astonishest her witfi 
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thy delicacy of feeling, witli thy acts ; thou 
becomest her king's son — her ideał. Ei, old 
man, how tbis tickles vanity 1 What romances 
these are, Sataa take me 1 

'Ogniyryc, heisdlggtngtheearthl* 

It is a whole novel. A steed, a noble figurę, 
on her part smiles and tears — they are 
separated by fate; later they meet, th^f 
agree, they are reconcUed, and Numa marries 
Fompilius I " 

These last words Augustinoirich pronounced * 
with a certain maliciousness. 

"Art thou speaking of Lula and Pelski?" 
asked Yosef, gloomily. 

"Yes; Pe]ski looked at her through curi- 
osity, and she, as thou knowest, is a fair 
miuden, and that rdle pleased him. Pelski is 
an ordinary man, an aristocrat, — in one word, 
zero, — but if she pays no attention to the 
statuę — " 

"Yes, if?" interrupted Yosef, catching at 
the last word. 

" But thou — why deceiye thyself? It must 
be all one to thee. Thou art not a child nor 
a woman; thou hadst fuli knowledge of what 
thou wert doing when going to Helena with 
a declaration." 
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Yosefwas silent; Augustinovich continued: 

" I say : Pelski is a young man and wealthy, 
she pleasea him very much, and perhaps she 
will not look at the statuę ; she pleases him, — 
that is the main thing." 

" Let us suppose that she will not consider 
the statuę, what further?" 

" In that case Lula will become Countess 
Pelski." 

" Will she consent? What sayst thou?" 

Yosef s eyes fiashed. 
■ " Listen, old man, I say this : I know not 
the good of this conversation. Perhaps she 
might not consent to-day, but in half a year 
or a year she will consent If thou wert there 
thou mightest contend with him ; otherwise, I 
repeat, she will consent." 

" On what dost thou rest that judgraent? " 

"On what? A certain evening when I saw 
Pelski I was listening, and he asked, ' Of what 
family is Shvarts?' and she answered, 'I know 
not, really.' Thou seest! But when I said 
that thou art the son of a blacksmith, she was 
in flames, and almost burst into weeping from 
anger at me. There it is for thee 1 " 

Yosef also felt at that moment as it were 
a wish to weep from anger. 

"Seest thou," continued AugustinoWch, 
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" Pelski unconsciously and unwittingly acts 
with great success; he brings her mind to 
aocient titles and brilHant relatioas ; he cannot 
even do otherwise. And she is an aristocrat 
in every case. Thou rememberest how on 
a time that angered me and thee, and how 
much thou didst labor to shatter those princi- 
ples in her. By the crocodile I there is noth- 
ing haughtier than proud poverty. Felsld acts 
wisely, he flatters her v3nity, he rouses her 
self-love ;.that removes her from us. But we, 
my old man, are such counts as, witbout com- 
paring — Oh, Satan take Itt I cannot find 
herc comparisons." 

In fact, he did not find comparisons, and for 
want of them he fell to pufRng out strong 
rings of smoke, and trying diligently to catch 
some of them on his ńngers. Meanwhile 
Yosef looked stubborniy at one point in the 
ceiUng, and asked at last, — 

" Didst tell her that I was going to marry 
Helena? " 

" No." 

"Why not?" 

" I said that thou wert toiling, and for that 
reason did not appear. Let the alTair between 
thee and Pelski be decided in her mind, in her 
coDscience and heart. Thy marriage is an 
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external event which would decide the matter 
deńnitely on his side." 

Yosef approached Augu5tlnovich and fixed 
his ńngers in his arm. 

" Listen I " said he, yiolently ; " but if I 
should win in this battleP" 

" Go to the devil ! and do not pinch me so 
hard. I throw the same ąuestion at thee: If 
thou shouldst win ia this battle?" 

They looked ateach other, eye to eye; some 
kind of hostile fceling pressed their hearts. 

At last Yosef dropped Augustinovicb's arm, 
and hiding his face in his hands threw himself 
on the bed. 

Augu5tinovich looked at him threateningly, 
then less threateningly, and still less threaten- 
ingly; finally he pushed down to him and 
stroked him with his hand. He drew him by 
the skirt, and his voice now was soft and fuli 
of emotioR, 

" Old man ! " 

Yosef did not answer. 

" My old man, be not angry. If thou win 
thou wilt preserve her in thy heart as a saJnt, 
and I will say to her : Go, bright angel, aloi^ 
the path of duty, as Yosef went." 
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CHAPTER XVI 

Helena hardly believed her own happtness. 
She was preparing for her marriage. Her 
clouded past had vanished, Iife'5 night was 
over, the morning was shining. 

From a woman of a wandering star, who 
knew not where and how Iow she might fali, 
from a woman who was a beggar, from a 
woman without a morrow, to enter into a new 
period of life, to receive the affection of a man 
whom she loved, to become in the futurę a 
wife, to begin a calm life, a life which had a 
to-morrow, surrounded by respect, Jilled with 
love and duty, — that was her futurę. 

Helena understood, or rather had a pre- 
science of the abnormal relation between her 
past and her futurę. " From such a life as 
minę that ought not to come. I am not worthy 
of thts happiness," whispered she to Yosef, 
when he placed the ring of betrothal on ber 
finger. " I am not worthy of such happiness." 

That half-insane woman possessed of love 
was right Out of the logie of life such a 
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futurę could not bloom, but her life had 
ceased already to move in its own proper 
orbit 

There are starswhich circle in solitude along 
undefined orbits, till swept away by morę 
powerful planets thcy go farther, either around 
thetn or with them. 

Something similar had happened to Helena, 

A stronger will had attracted a weaker. 
Helena met Yosef on her track, and thence- 
forward she travelled in his course. 

The knowledge of this madę her morę 
peaceful. " Oh, if he wishes I shall be 
happy," thought she, morę than once. 

She had unbounded belief, not only in 
Yosefs character, but in his strength. So the 
last shadow yanished from her soul; alarm 
disappeared, that indefinite fear of the futurę 
wbich she could not dismiss till the moment 
of Yosefs declaration, this fear which tortured 
her like a reproach of conscience. 

Her head was fuli of imaginings. With a 
song on her lips she madę preparations for 
marriage, amusing herself like a child with 
every detail of dress- Notwithstanding her 
widowhood she wished to wear a wbite dress, 
which would also please Yosef. Regatning 
cheerfulness, she regained her health also; 
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she was basy, active, even minutely pains- 
taking with refcrence to a futurę household. 

She grew morę beautiful and morę noble- 
looking under the influence of happiness. 
From being a misanthropic woman, a bird 
with plucked wings, she was changing lato 
a woman who felt her own worth, even in 
this, that some one loved her. 

The datę of the marriage was approaching. 

Meanwhile the time in which Yosef was to 
become a doctor was drawing near. He toiled, 
therefore, and toiled so intensely that his health 
tottered. Sleepless nights and mental effort 
marked his face with pallor; he grew thin, 
blue under the eyes; he lived in continual 
feverish labor, in reality he was losing his 
strength, but he kept on bis feet as best he 
could, wishing at any price to win absolutely 
both position and an independent futurę. 

Besides ambition and the approaching datę 
of his marriage, one other thing urged him 
to those efforts : the supply of money which 
be had brought from borne had been gradually 
diminishing, and at present was almost ex- 
hausted. Now the burden of expenses and 
housekeeping fell on Augustinovich. Augus- 
tinovich had given up drinking and earned 
morę than Yosef. Musie lessons brought him 
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in vety much rclatively, and he did not need 
to renounce them because of the pressurc of 
other work, for with him natural gifta took the 
place of time and toil, even morę than was 
needed. 

He went to Pani Visberg's daily, as before. 
Malinka ran out eveiy cvening to open the 
door to him, and every evening she snatched 
away her hands, which he had the habit of 
covering with numerous kisses. The bonest 
girl grew attached to Fan Adam. Did he 
love her? Rather no than yes, for the past 
had quenched in him the powers of sympathy. 
In reality he had not fire to the value of a 
copper. If passion had given heat to his 
powers, they would have carried him far, but 
the light from them was likc moonlight, it 
gave light without heat 

That, however, did not hinder him from 
being, as they say, a capital fellow, a perfect 
comrade, and a pleasant companion. If he 
felt any attachment, it was for Yosef. But he 
had his likes and dislikes ; he liked Malinka, 
but he did not like Lula. 

And why did he not like her? There were 
various reasons. She met him always with 
cool loftiness, and besides she was a countess. 
Usually he had success with women; be owed 
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it to his inexhaustible joyousness, and even to 
his cynicism, which madę him as if at home 
everywhere. He had, moreover, a most par- 
ticular power of adapting bimself to that 
society in which he chanced to be. Never 
refined, he possesscd (when he wished) high 
social polish. He used to say of htmself that 
in him ease of distinction was inherited, sińce 
it came " from worthy blood." He had never 
known his parents, it is tnie, nor kaowa who 
they were. He had the hypothesis, cven, that, 
according to the well-known jest, Letitia the 
grandmother of Napoleon III. and his grand- 
mother were grandmothers ; he proved in this 
way his relatioaship wttb the Buonapartes. 

Notwithstanding these characteristics, Lula 
ignored him somewhat. Yosef s solid, simple 
character roused a deeper interest in hef than 
the frivolous, elastic naturę of Augustinovich. 
Besides, she loved Yosef. So, by the naturę of 
things, Augustinovich remalned at one side. 
That annoyed him. This was the state of 
things when Pelski appeared. Especially from 
the time when Yosef ceased to pay visits, Lula 
had changed uncommonly. Augustinovich an- 
noyed her, for he judged things through the 
prism of his particular repugnance toward her. 
He thought that then, if ever, she wouid show 
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him dislike and even contcmpt; meaowhile it 
came out otherwise. Lula left her role of ia- 
difTerence and began to fear him. 

"Thanks to the gods," thought Augustino- 
vich, " a nian's tongue is nimbie cnough, it 
seems. She is afraid that I shall make a fool 
of Pelski." 

In fact, something of the kind happened a 
ttumber of times, — a thing which it must be 
confessed touched Lula very disagreeably. 

At firęt Lula asked about Yosef repeatedly, 
but received the same answer always, "He 
is worldng." At last she ceased asking. Still 
it seemed that she wished to win over Au- 
gustinovich, In her treatmcnt of him there 
was now a certain mildness joined with a silent 
melaacholy. Often she foUowed him uneasily 
wtth her eyes when he came in, as if waiting 
for some news. 

This alarm was natural. Whether she loved 
Yosef or not, it could not but astonish her that 
he on whom she had countcd 30 much, who 
had shown her so much sympathy always, had 
now forgotten her. She could not rest satis- 
fied, either, with the answers of Augustinovich. 

In spite of the greatest labor it was impos- 
sible that Yosef should not find in the course 
of morę than two mooths one moment of time, 
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eveo, to look in at her, to inąuire about her 
health, all tbe morę sińce she knew tłiat he 
loved her. la this thought tfae coming of 
Felski was connected in her mind wonderfuUy 
with the abseace of Yosef, She supposed, 
justly, that there was a certain connection be- 
tween them. Augu3tinovich alone could ex- 
plain these things, but he did not wish to do so. 

Alarmed, then irritated and troubled, at- 
tracted by Felski to regions of brilliant 
dreams, and a splendid futurę of wealth, com- 
fort, servants, and carriages, on the one side, 
on the other she rushed in mind to the modest 
lodgings of Yose^ inquiring anxiously why he 
did not come. 

But he did not come. Pelskt appearcd 
every day morę deńnitely as a rival. Lula, 
blaming Yosef for indifference, annoyed and 
humiliated by this, was willing, even through 
revenge, to give her hand to Felski. More- 
over, traditioR attracted her in that direction. 
Who had the power, who ought to gain the 
victory, to foresee this was easy. 

Felski, in so far as he was able, strove to 
scatter the clouds from Lula's forehead, and 
freąuently he succeeded in doing so. From 
time to time Lula had wonderful accesses of 
joyousness, She laughed then, and scattered 
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morę or less witty words by thousands ; and 
though there was a kind of fever in this glad- 
ness, there was no Ijttle coąuetry also. Her 
eyes flashed on such occasions, from her tem- 
ples there was a burning atmospherc. Her 
lips played with an alluring smile ; ber words 
wounded and fondled, attracted and repulsed 
in tum. Pelski generally, and after a few un- 
fortunatc trials with Augu5tinovich, Pelski 
alone, fell a yictim to tbese freaks^ He lost 
his head then, and from the role ofcousin pro- 
tector he passed to that of a cousin captive. 

And the morę humble be became, the morę 
aggressive grew Lula; the sadder he was, the 
gladder was sbe. 

*' Panna Malinka," whispered Augustinoyich, 
on such occasions, "neverbe like her; she 15 a 
coąuette." 

" She is not," answered Malinka, sadly. " I 
will remind you of these words," 

It is difficult to say what Augustinovich 
would have tbought after such an evening, had 
he seen that woman, who a moment before was 
coąuettish, left alone in her chamber, where 
she sobbed so that long, long hours could not 
quiet her, 

The poor girl, she could not evea confess 
her suffering to any one, and the grievous bat- 
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tle which she was fighting all alonewith her- 
self. She wept in moments of weakness. How 
much wounded seIf-love was there in those 
tcars, how much siacere love for Yosef, it is 
diiBcult to tell. Formerly she would have put 
ber arms around the necie of the kind Malinka, 
and confessed all tbat oppressed her soul, but 
now even Malinka was a stranger to her, or at 
least was not so near as formerly. Just those 
unsuccessful attempts to coquet with Augusti- 
novich had wounded deeply that maiden, who 
was in love with him ; and besides the relations 
of Lula with Pelski seemed very odd to her. 

Meanwhile time passed. Lulabegantodoubt 
whether Yosef had ever loved her. Pelski 
imperceptibly fed her with the thought of futurę 
comfort. Time fiowed on, and Time, according 
to the words of the poet, " is the odious guardian 
of blooming roses." 
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CHAPTER XVII 

Malinka bied freąuently to learn of Augus- 
tinovich the real cause of Yosefs absence. 

"Whybind herhands?" asked she, speak- 
ing of Lula. 

Augustinovich assured her that he did not 
wish to bind Lu1a's hands, but afterward he 
was silent or lied. 

On the other hand Yosef was convinced that 
the countess knew eveiything. 

" I told her eyerything," said Augustino\ńch, 

*' But she? Do not htde from me 1 " 

"Yosef?" 

"What?" 

"What is thatto thee?" 

Yosef gritted his teeth, but inquired no 
furtlier. He was ashamed. He confessed to 
himself that those ąuestions were an indulgence 
granted to weakness and to a former feeling. 
With consternation almost he saw that time 
had brought no relief Oh, there were motnents 
when he wished to cast away Helena and duty 
and conscience and go and sell even honor, 
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even the remnant of self-respect, for one 
moment in which he could rest his head 
against the countess' shoulder. And he could 
not help meditating about her. So far he 
had conquered, but now he remembered that 
formerly he had been different from what he 
was then. 

Formerly his character had that calm dcpth 
which conceaJed everythtng; to-day he boiled 
up. From passionate outbursts he paased fre- 
quently to melancholy and indifferent senti- 
mentalism ; he remembered how once he used 
to ridicule this in others, how he sneered with- 
out pity, how he despised even sentimentalism. 
Augu5tinovich knew this best of all. 

A certain time (about a month after the 
breaking with Lula) Augustinovich, waking up 
late in the night, saw Yosef dressed yet and sit- 
ting with a book. The clock in the silent night 
told the fleeting moments untiringly. A lamp 
burnt with a elear, bright flame, and by its 
Itght the ruddy side whiskers and pale face of 
Yosef were outlined clearly on the black cover 
of the chair. He was sitting with head bent 
back and closed eyes, but he was not sleeping, 
his raised brows and the color of his face testiłied 
to this. His face had an expression of un- 
speakable bliss; some kind of dream, like a 
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golden butterfiy, was sitting on his brain and 
melting into nusty mildness the sharp lines of 
his features. 

Augu3tinovich looked at him carefully, thea 
rosę in the bed silently with a face fuli of 
indignation and anger, "What is he doing?" 
thought he. "Thou art tempting thyselfl 
May I be hanged if I don't throw a pillow at 
thy head. Tfaou boobyt Yes, I will throv 
the pillow I break the lamp — Heil" 

He had finished In a moment these waritke 
preparations, and was making ready to give 
the terrible blow, when he pushed under the 
blanket quickly; Yosef opened his eyes. 

" I am curious to know what will happen 
now," muttered Augustinovich, pretending to 
sleep like a dead man. Meanwhile his aston- 
ishment grew in earnest 

Yosef looked at him suspiciously, then 
looked around like a criminal; finally be pulted 
out a drawer of the table and searched in itfor 
some object 

" Et I if he oniy does not want to shoot him- 
self in the head, or poison himself," thought 
Augustinovich, terrified. 

But Yosef had no thought of shooting or 
poisoning himself. The object which he drew 
forth was a gIove. One smali yellow wrinkled 
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glove. Ei t a poor little memoriał, a Iiistońcal 
gift with which one says remember me. Addie I 
addio ! earo mie I Remember me. Yosef, like 
that Emrod of old, would have gone for the 
glove " among two leopards and a tiger for 
it," but the question remained as to whethcr he 
went away after that and never retumed. In 
point of stupidity the centuries agree oftener 
than in sound judgment, 

Yosef raised the glove to bis lips. 

" Be ashamed, old man 1 " roared Augustino- 
vich. 

In truth, there was something humiliating in 
thiSi and afterward Yosef was greatly ashamed 
of his act Next morning he went out before 
daylight to avoid Augustinovich, who was seri- 
ously angry and indignant. It seemcd to him 
that he had been decelyed in Yosef. 

"That dunce," said he, "is like others." 
This idea roused that distaste in him which we 
feel usually on beginning to lose regard for a 
man whom we have thus far respected. 

Morę important stiU was it that after that 
event Augustinoyich grew convinced that 
Yosef would return to Lula. "Let the other 
die or go mad," said he of the widów. " They 
will take each other, let her die — Ei, let her 
die " (Augustinoyich always tried to persuade 
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himself that he did not like women), " there 
will be one less of them. Yosef will go back 
to Lula, he will." 

He meditated then whether to tell Lula that 
Yosef was to mariy, or not; in the end he 
resolved to be silent 

" But Helena is nothing to me. He will 
return to Lula; ifitell her everything it will 
be too late — it will be too late ! Oh, ho, ho ! 
But Helena too will lose, for again it will be 
too late. Yes, yes, I should not be able to 
correct the one, and should spoil the other. I 
shall say nothing, I will be silent — I wiU be 
silent" 

He preferred Helena to Lula, a hundred 
times, and from his soul he preferred that 
Yosef should marry Helena; but he cared 
morę for Yosef than for both women, there- 
fore he wished Lula to be free " in every 
case." Besides, he considered that come what 
might, Lula would take Pelsld. "Then," 
thought he, "I will tell the old man. 'Dost 
see,' I will say to him, ' I said nothing about 
Helena, she knew nothing about thy not 
loving her; still she married Pelski.' " 

Finally, he concealed carefully the news of 
Yosefs intended marriage, in case that Lula, 
laughing and happy in view of Yosefs hypo- 
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thetical return, should give her hand to Felski. 
** Yosef will wish happiness to the lady, I will 
say * Crescite et multiplicamini ! He,' I shall 
say, pointtng to Yosef, 'has been betrodied this 
long time ; he lovea and. is loved immeasely.' " 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

Days passed, still Yoscf did aot return to tbe 
countess, but Malinka said to Augu3tinovich, — 

" Felski may offer hlmself any day to Lula." 

"And if he does not, she may offer her- 
self to him." answered Augustinovich. with 
emphasis. 

" Oh, that is not tnie. not true." 

" We shall see." 

" No, Fan Adam. Lula has much womanly 
pride, and if she should many Felski it would 
be only through that same pride, through anger 
at Yosefs indifference. Besides, to tell the 
truth, Felski 13 the only maa who love3 her, 
for he is the only one who has remained — 
on whom she can count" 

"Ahl but evidently she likes to count on 
some one." 

Malinka was angry. 

** She counted once on Pan Yosef ; ahe was 
deceived. How can you blame her, when he 
does not come — do you understand ? — when 
he does not come?" 
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Fan Adam was silenŁ 

" She has been deceived painfully," continued 
Malinka, " and believe me, I alone know what 
that costs her, and though we are not so 
friendly as before (she repulsed me herself), I 
sec often how she suffers. Yesterday I went 
to ber room and found her in tears. ' Lula ! ' 
asked I, though she withdrew from me, ' what 
is the matter with thee?* 'Nothing, I suffer 
from headache/ sald she, ' My Lula,* said I, 
' thou hast heartache, not headache I ' I wished 
to throw myself on her neck, but she pushed 
me aside, and then stood up with such haughti* 
ness that I was frightened. 'I was crying from 
shame,* said she, firmly. ' Wilt thou understand, 
from shame t ' I wished to understand her, but 
was unable ; I only know that the evening of 
that day I saw her in tears again. And dost 
thou see? " 

" What does all this prove? " 

" That it is not easy for her to renounce her 
idea of Yoscf. What has happened that he 
does not come?" 

" But if he should come? " 

" She would not marry Pelski." 

" Oh, I ridicule the idea that ' she would 
not* " 

" Yes, for you rtdicule everything. But Pan 
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Yosef ? Is łt noble on bis part to desert her 
ia this way?" 

" Who knows what he intends to do? " 

" He ought to know himself," answered 
Malinka, decidedly, " and he should not con- 
ceal his intenttons from her." 

" He has no time, he is working." 

That day, however, Malinka convinced her- 
self that Yosef was not sitting so diligentiy 
at home as Augustinovich had represented. 
While walking with her mother, she met him 
passing with some young man. He did not 
notice them. Malinka was almost terrified at 
his appearance. He seemed to her as pale 
and crushed as if he had recovered from a 
grievous illness. "Then he has bcen sick," 
thought she, after returning home, Now she 
understood why Pan Adam would not explaia 
the absence. " Yosef commanded him not 
to frighten Lula." Ali at once Yosef rosc in 
Malinka's eyes to the loftiness of an ideał. 

Augustinovich came in the evening, as usual, 
In the drawing-room Pani Yisberg and the 
countess were present. 

"Pan Adam," exclaimed Malinka, "I know 
why Pan Yosef has not beea here for so long a 
time ! " 

Lula's eyes gleamed, but that moment she 
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cootrolled berself; stOl her haiids trembled 
imperceptibly. 

"The poor man, he must have been very 
lick; he is as pale as if he had come out of 
a cofiin I Why did you not tell us of thU? " 
asked Pani Yisbcrg, quickly, 

" Oh, Fan Adam was afraid that we should 
speak of it before Lula. Was that nice?" 
asked Malinka. 

"What is the matter with thee, Lula? Art 
sick?" 

"Nothing, nothingi I will come back ta a 
inomenŁ" 

Her face was pale, breath failed her. She 
went out, almost fled to her chamber. Pani 
Yisberg wished to follow her. Malinka de- 
tained her gently but dectsively, 

" Thou must not go, mamma" 

Then she turned to Augu8tinovich ; her voice 
had a sad and serious sound. 

" Pan Adam ? " 

Augustinovich bit his lips. 

"Pan Adami What is this? 'Lula is a 
coquette without a heart,' is she not? " 

" Ferhaps I was mistaken," blurted out 
Augustinovich ; " but — but — " 

He did not dare to cough out of himself 
at the moment that Yosef was going to 
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many Helena, that he would not come any 
morę. 

On returning home he was also afraid to 
tell Yosef what had happened. 

Lula shut herself up in her chamber. Her 
head was on fire, and thoughts like a garland 
of sparks and ice were besieging her temples, 
and in the silence could be heard distinctly her 
hurried breathing and the throbbing of her 
heart, Felski, Malinka, Pan Adam whirled 
around her in inexplicable chaos, and out of 
those fragments of thought as out of a grave 
rose higher and higher the pale, almost lifeless 
head of Yosef, with closed eyes. " He is sick ! 
he is sick I " repeated she, in a whisper. " He 
will die, and never come here again." 

Foor Lula interpreted differently from Ma- 
linka Yosef s absence. She judged that he had 
sacrificed himself for her, — that, not wishing 
to stand betweea her and Pelski, he had re- 
nounced her, and therefore he suffered so 
much and was sick. " Still, who told him that 
I should be happy with Pelski?" whispered 
she, ąuietly, " He did not trust me. My God, 
my God ! but could he trust me?" 

Memory brought before her as a reproach 
those moments of gleaming looks, alluring 
smiles, and velvety words given to Pelski ; she 
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remembered also that blush of shame mth 
Trhich she was blazing when Felski learned 
that Yosefwas the son of a blacksmith. And 
now she bid ber burning face in her hands, but 
that was shame of another Icind. It seemed to 
her at that moment that tf Yosef himself were a 
blacksmith she would kiss his blackened fore- 
head with delight even ; even with perfect happi- 
ness would she place her head on his valiant 
breast, though it were covered with the apron 
of a blacksmith. 

"How dark it is in my eyesi I did not 
know that I loved him," said she, trembling 
and aflame. 

Her bosom moved ąuicklyl Again some 
thought the most tender decked out her fore- 
head with ^e biightness of an angel; she 
threw herself on her knees before an image 
of the Yirgin. 

"O mother of Godl" cried she, aloud, "if 
any one has to suffer or to die, let me sufler, 
but preserw and love him, O Most Holy 
Mother I " 

Then she rosę in calmness, and was so bright 
with the light of love that one might have 
said that a silver lamp was shining in that dark 
little chamber before the image of the Holy 
Yirgin. 



N Google 



In Vain 201 

During the two following days Augustinovich 
did not appear ; but Pelski came, and according 
to Malinka's previsions, proposed to Lula. 
Seeing his cousin's face calm, and smiling 
with good hope, he expre3sed to her his 
hopes and wlshes. The morę psunful was his 
astonishment when Lula gave him a decisively 
negative answer. 

" I love another," was the substance of her 
answer. 

Felskt wanted to learn who "that other" 
was. Lulatold hiin without hesitation; then, 
as is done usually on such occasions, she 
ofTered him her friendship. 

But Pelski did not accept the hand extended 
to him at parting. 

"You have taken too much from me, you 
give me too little, cousin," whispered he, in a 
crushed voice. " For the happiness of a life- 
time — friendship ! 1 " 

But Lula felt no reproach after his departure. 
She was thinking of something ełse. This is 
the bad side of love, that it never thinks of 
anything but itself. It excludes particulars, 
but as a recompense includes the whole. 
Thou feelest that if the world were one man 
thou wouldst press him to thy bosom and kiss 
him on the head as a father. 
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Something like that did Lula feel when she 
went to Malinka'3 chamber afier Felski's vtsit. 
She needed to confess to some one all that lay 
on her heart 

Malinka was ^tting near tłie window. In 
the twiligh^ on the darkened panes, could be 
seen her mild, thoaghtful little face. All at 
once Lula's arms were clasped around her neck. 

" Is that thoa, Lula? " asked she, ia a Iow 
voice. 

" I, Malinka I " answered Lula. 

She was sitting on a smali stool near Ma- 
Iinka's feet; she put her head on her knees. 

" My kind Malinka, thou art not angry with 
me now, and dost not despise me? " 

Malinka fondled her like a child. 

" I was yery much to blame, as thou seest, 
but in my own heart I have found myself 
to-day. How pteasant it ts for me here near 
thee I As formerly we talked long and often, 
let it be so to-day I Art thou willing? " 

Malinka smiled half sadly, half jestingly, and 
answered, — 

" Let it be so to-day, but later it will change. 
A certain 'His grace* will come and take 
Lula away, and I shall be left alone." 

"But will he come?" tnquired Lula, in a 
very Iow whisper. 
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"He will come. The poor man was sick 
sorely from yeammg. I dJd not anderstand 
what it meant that Pan Adam would not tell 
me why lie came not ; now I undeistand. Pan 
Vose( forbade him, hc would not terrify Aee." 

"I think that be did not wish to hinder 
Felski — so unkind of him to do this." 

' " But what did Pelsfci do ? " 

" I was just going to tell thee. He proposed 
to me to-day." 

" And what? " 

" I refused him. Malinka." 

Silence continued awhile. 

" He would not evcn łake my hand when I 
gave it at parting, but could I do otherwise? 
I koow that I acted very unkindly, veiy un- 
kindly, bat coald I act otherwise? I do not 
love him." 

" Better late than never. Thou didst obey 
the voice of thy heait. Only with Pan Yosef 
canst thou be happy." 

" Oh, that is true, true." 

" In a month or so," continued Malinka, "we 
shall array Lula in a white robę, weep over 
Lala the maiden and rejoice over Lula the 
wtfe. Tboa wilt be happy, he and thou. He 
must be a good man, slnce all respect him so 
mach." 
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"Do all respect htm so much?" repeated 
Lula, who wanted to laugh and ciy at the same 
moment 

"Oh, yes, mamma fears him even, and I 
also fear him a little, but I respect him for łiis 
character." 

Lula put both hands under her head, and 
resting on Malinka's koees, looked into her 
face with eyes bright from tears. 

Meanwhile it grew perfectly darie, then the 
moon rosę, the dogs fell asleep ; notbing was 
to be heard save the whispers of the two 
maidens filled with fancies by their talk. 

All at once they were interrupted by the 
beli at the entrance. 

" Maybe that is he t " cried Lula. 

But it was not " he," for in the (irst room 
was heard Augusttnovich's voice, — 

" Are the ladies at home ? " 

" Go, Lula, into that room and hide there," 
said Malinka, quickly. "I will tell him how 
thou didst give the refusal to Pelski, I will beg 
him to repeat it to Fan Yosef. We shall see 
if he does not come, Thou mayst listen 
there." 

The door opeoed. Augustinovich entered. 
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CHAPTER XIX 



We have said that Augustiiiovich feared to 
tell Yosef what had happened at Pani Yis- 
berg'3. Lula had deceived hia expectation3 ; 
in spite of aristocracy, in spite of Felski, she 
loved the young doctor, since news of his 
sickness had shocked her to such a degree. 

Augustinovich lost his humor and the free- 
dom of thought usual to him. Whether he 
would or not, he felt respect for Luła, and he 
felt respect for woman. Eil that was some- 
tbing so strange in him, so out of harmoay 
with his morał make up, that he could not 
come into agreement with himself. He had 
the look of a man caught in a falsehood, and 
the falsehood was his understanding of woman. 
He grew very gloomy. Once even (a wonder- 
ful Łhing and strange for him, or forgotten) 
words were forced from him that were fuli of 
painful bitterness: " Oh, if one like her could 
be met in a lifetime, a man would not be what 
he is." He avoided Yosef, he feared him, he 
hesitated, he wished to confess everything; 
then again he deferred it till the morrow. 
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Finally Yosef łumself took notę of his 
strange demeanor. 

"What is the matter mth thee, Adam?" 
asked he. 

" But of Lula hc cannot ask I " cried Augus- 
tinovicb, wiUi comical despair. 

Yosef sprang to his feet 

"OfLula? What doea tbat mean 7 Speakl" 

"It means nothmg; what should it mean? 
Is all this to mean something right away?" 

" Augustinovich, thou art hiding some- 
thing?" 

" But the fellow is thiaking oniy of Lulał " 
cried Augustinovicb, with increasing despur. 

Yosef witli unheard-of efibrt mastered bim- 
self, but that was a calm before a terrible storm. 
His sunken cheeks grew still paler, his eyes 
were flaming. 

" Weil, I will tell thee all t " cried Augustino- 
vich, anticipating the outburst " I will tell, 
X will tell I Ei, who will forbid me to tell thee 

tbat thou hast won the case I May Sataa 

me if thou hast not won. She love3 thee." 

Yosef put his trembUng hands to his per- 
spiring face. 

"But Pelski?" asked he. 

" He has not proposed yeL" 

" Does she know eyerythiog about me?" 
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"Yosefl" 
" Speak ! " 

" She knows nothing. I told her nothing." 

Yosefs voice was duli and hoarse when he 

asked, — 

" Why hast thou done me this injustice? " 

" I thought that thou wouldst return to her." 

Yosef twisted his hands till the ńngers were 

cracking in their jolnts; Augustinovich's last 

words fell on him like red-hot coals. Return 

to her? That was to abandon Helena, and 

did not conscience itself defend Helena'5 cause ? 

To return to Lula was to purchase the happi- 

ness of a lifetime, but to return to her was to 

dishonor Helena, to kill her, to become eon- 

temptible, to purchase contempt for hlmselC 

Oh, misfortune 1 

In Yosefs soul was taking place that devirs 
dance of a man with himself. Yosef was 
dancing with Yosef to the musie of that 
orchestra of passion. Various thoughts, plans, 
metbods, stormed in him; the battle raged 
along the whole linę. 

Augustinovich looked at his comrade with a 
face which was despairingly stupid, and he 
would have liked, as the saying is, to take 
himself by his own collar and throw himself 
out of doors. 
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Ali at once some dectsion was outlined on 
Yosers face. The case was loaL 

" Augustinovich 1 " ' 

"What?" 

"Thou wilt go this moment to Pani Vis- 
berg's and tell Lula that I am gotng to many, 
that the ceremony will take place in a month, 
and that I ncver shall return to her, never. 
Dost understand? " 

Augustinovich rosę up and went 

Malinka received him in the way known to 
us. Lula was to hear their conyersation from 
behind the door. 

Malinka, fuli of imaginings from her recent 
talk with Lula, was gladsome and smiling; she 
pressed Pan Adam's hand cordially. 

But he did not respond with a like cordiality, 

" It is well that you have come," said she. 
" I have much to tell you, much." 

"And I too have much to tell, much. I 
have come as an envoy." 

" From Pan Yosef? " 

" From Pan Yosef." 

" Is he better? " 

" He is sick. Has Pelsłd been here ? " 

" He has, I have wanted to talk of this." 

" I am listening. Panna Mahnka." 

" He proposed to Lula." 
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" And what then? " 

" She refused him. Oh, Pan Adam, slie 
loves no man but Fan Yosef, she wants 
to belong to him only. My dear, honest 
Lulał" 

Silence lasted a moment 

Pan Adam'5 voice quivered when he pro- 
nounced the following words deliberately, — 

" She will not belong to him." 

" Pan Adam ! " 

"Yosef, according to promiae, is going to 
marry." 

This news struck both young ladies like a 
thunderboiŁ For a moment there was deep 
silence. AU at once the door of the adjoining 
chamber opened. Lula entered the drawing- 
room. 

On her face a blush of offended womanly 
dignity was playing, in her eyes pride was 
gleaming. It seemed to her that everything 
which she held sacred in her beart had been 
trampled. 

" Malinka," cried she, " ask no morę, I im- 
plore thee I Enougb, enough I This gentle- 
man has delivered his message. Why lower 
one'3 self by an answer? " 

And taking Malinka by the hand, she led 
her out of the chamber almost with violence. 
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AagustiooYich followed them awtule mth 
his eyes, then nodded a coupte of times. 

" By the prophet I " said he, " I understand 
ber. She is rigbt, but so ta YoseC Hei 1 I 
must fly before everything breaks." 

In a moment he ran to Felski, told him the 
whole story. 

"Some fatality weighed on them," con- 
cluded Augustinorich. " Yosef could not act 
otherwise, could he?" 

" He acted as was fitting, bat what indioed 
you to tell me of this ? " 

"A bagatelle. One qaestion: Did cot 
Lula act aobly in rejecting your hand? " 

" I will Ieave Ihe answer to myself," 

" Leave it. n^ dear sirl The answer is all 
one to me, Lula is nothing to me; I know 
only that if iiqr friend witfadraws her fatore 
will not be enyiable, and you we her counn — 
The case is too bad." 

Felski thought awhile. 

" Too bad? Ha, what is too bad? " 

" That youi proposal did not come a little 
later." 

Pebki walked with quick step tbroagh the 
room. 

*' Now, never I " whispered he to htmself. 

AugustinOYłch heard this monologue. 
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"Too late, too late; but — but — now one 
smali request Tell 00 one that I was here, 
especially do not tell Pani Yisberg or my 
friend if ever you see them." 

" What is this to your friend ? " 

"Everything; but you would not under- 
stand it, dear count — Uli our aext meeting 1 " 

Pelski, lefl alone, medttated long as to how 
that could really concern AugustinoWch. He 
did not think out any answer, but came to the 
convtction that it might eoncem his own self 
somewhat 

" I might return to her, (eignmg ignorance of 
what has bappened," said he. " Poor Lula I " 
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CHAPTER XX 



The two young ladies were sittlng in Lula's 
chamber. That was a painful silence. If 
there are gricvous moments in life, they had 
throwa their weight on the present fate of 
Lula. Everything which she held sacred in 
her breast had been trampled. She had pUt 
into that love the best parts of her morał 
existence, the victoiy to her had been like 
a wedding solemnity ; by the power of this 
feeling she had risen from a momentary fali, 
she had conquered family prejudice, rejected 
the hand of a man wbo loved her, and with 
it a calm futurę, life in plenty, her own inde- 
pendence, and the pay for all this was infonna-^ 
tion that he whom she loved was to oiarry 
another. 

Ei t she lost still morę. All the angelic quali> 
ties which preceding days had given her were 
crushed now into ruins of despair. Her soul 
might wither to its foundation ! Had she not 
lost with love also faith and hope, not in their 
theological sense, but in all their vital value 
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for life? The ground was pushing from under 
her. Like a boat without an oar, she was to 
drift in the futurę beyond sight of shore. 
To-day an orphan gathered in by bonest 
hearts, she may find herself to-morrow simply 
suffering hunger, without a morsel of bread ; 
to-day so wbite that lilies might bloom on her 
breast, she may in futurę stain that whiteness 
witb the gali of her own bittemess; to-day 
half a child almost; in the spring, in the May 
morning, she may after this or that number of 
years have to look at ber Iife's frultless autumn. 

Humiliated, broken, " like twigs after a tem- 
pest," pushed away from her morał basis, killed 
in ber happiness ; with dry burning eyes she 
pressed the weeping Malinka to her bosom 
convulsively. , 

Lula did not weep, although she had tears 
enough for weeping ; anger had dried them. 
But Malinka cried enough for both. 

Next morning the countess received two 
letters, — one from Felski, the other from 
Yosef. 

"Madame (wrote Pelski), — The pain which I 
felt in coii5eqtience of your answer did not permit 
me to reckon with my words. I rejected the friend- 
ship which you offered me. I regret that acL Though 



N Google 



214 ^^ Vain 

I canaot exp1aii) yonr treatment di me, I see that 3^00 
Ibllowed the voicc of your beaiŁ I trust that that 
<roice has oot deceived yoo. If he whom yoa have 
chosen Iotcb you ai much as I should, be assured of 
youi happiness. I reproach him not, I dare not jndge 
a maa whom you Iovc. As to mysel^ foiced by stem 
necessity to part with the hope of possessing you, I 
implore you as the bigbcst Ik>kx not to remember my 
wotds tbrown out in a moment of pain. Pennit me 
to return and claiio that &Jendship fnconsiderately 
rejected, fricndship which for me in the futurę may 
t^e the place of the happiness of a lifetime." 

In tbe evening Augustinovlch brought a 
letter from Yoaef. Lula did Qot wish to 
open it. 

" Do not do him injastice," said Augustino- 
vich, tmploringly, " for at the present mo- 
ment my old friend is perhaps — " Tears 
cltoked him, further words stuck in his throat. 
" Tbęse may be his last words — I took him 
to the hospital yesterday," whispered he. 

Lula grew as pale as linen. It seemed for a 
moment that she would faint. In vain did she 
strive to preserye a calm and cool face, her 
whole body shook like a leaf. Come what 
might, she loved Yosef. 

She took from Pan Adam'a haod the letter, 
which read as follows : — 
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" Deas Lady, — I was atJe to enduie the loss of 
youT band, but not of your respect Read and judge. 
A dying friend left to my care a woman whom he 
Ioved with all the power of a sufTering heait. I had 
deprived him of the tore of this woman without wish- 
ing to do so. Afler his death I became acquainted 
with her morę intimatdy, and it secmed to me that I 
lored her. Unfortunatetr I told her so. After that 
you know, beloved lady, what bappeoed. Afta that 
I hid from myself my iH-lated attacbmeot to you. 
How much I sufTeied I Oh, pardon me I I am a 
man, I too mast love, but still it was not &om my 
hps that you leamed of that love. When at la^ 
I stood before my own conscience, when the moment 
of memory came, jadge yourself, how was I to act, 
whither was I to go, what was I to do ? The oath 
to a dying man, the word given to a woman unhappy 
beyond espression, eveiything except my heait com> 
manded me to abdicate yoa It was not throngh my 
fault that you leamed of this only yesterdi^. This 
news should have gone to you at the time when 
Count Pelski appeared. Misrartone, and the ftivol- 
ity of a man ordained otherwise. This is the state 
of aSaiis! Judge, and, if you are able, forgive. 
Adam says that I am ilL This is tme : my thoughts 
are weeping, I feel a buniing in my blood, and ont 
of pain and chaos I see one thii^ dearly, — that I 
Iove I that I Iove thee, O angel I " 

After the reading of this letter the remnants 
of anger and pride vanished from Lula'3 fore- 
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head, on her beautiful face a mild Łhough deep 
melancholy fixed itself. 

" Fan Adam," said she, " tell the gentleman 
that he has acted as he should." 

"And forgive me, dear lady," said Augustino- 
vich, throwing himself on his knees. " I was 
unjust. I did you a wrong, but I had no idea, 
I knew not, that there were such women in the 
world as you are." 
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AuGUSTlNOVlCH went directly from Pani Vis- 
berg's to the hospital, where hc remained all 
night. Yosef was ill, very ill. Typhus rushed 
at that strong organism, threatening it with 
utter destruction, About midnight the sick 
maa began to rave; he talked with himself, 
and argued obstinately on the immortality of 
the soul with a black cat which he saw sitting 
on the bed. It appeared that he feared death, 
for 3 number of times indescribable terror was 
depicted on his face. He feared and trembled 
very acutely after every movement of Augus- 
tinovich. At moments he sang with a quiver- 
ing voice, and as it were through sleep various 
gladsome and melancholy songs, or conversed 
with acąuaintances. There was even a kind of 
astonishing humor in the naturalness of tones 
in these conyersations. 

Augustinoylch, unmanned already by the 
event3 of preceding days, was irritated un- 
speakably. He waited for morning with long- 
ing, looking otten at the window-panes, which. 
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as if through spite, continued to be as black as 
ever. Outside there was deep darkness, and 
fine rain began to cut tbe window-panes, fill- 
ing the hospital chamber with a sound which 
was monotonous and disagreeable. 

For a long time such sad and disquieting 
thoughts had not wandered into Augustino- 
vich'3 head as at that moment Resting his 
elbows on his knees and covering his face with 
his hands, he meditated oyer the manrellous 
and painful complicatioa of events during 
the last few days. Sometimes he raised his 
head and cast a quick glance at the sick man ; 
at times it seemed to him that the gloom of 
death was falling on the withered, sharp fea- 
tures of Yosef. 

Augustinovich pondered over this, how a 
man, so active and broadly living a short 
time before, would be in a couple of days, 
perhaps, something dead, which they would 
bury in the ground, and the comedy would be 
endedl/^Oh, an ordinary, every^ay thought, 
and every day equally bitter for those who 
must think: This is the endi dustt Still, 
when he Itved with fuli life, he judged, ana- 
lyzed, acted perhaps morę widely than others. 
As a plough turna out the sod, so he, in the soil 
of life, from the furrows of good and evil was 
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wtnning good and — ? I InvoluQtarily one asks 
for the morał sense of this fable. Where, 
when, on what planets, will living persons find 
an answer beyond the tomb? Immortality? 
— In the oceaa of human acts perhaps a few 
morał atoms of the deeds of the dead survive, 
but that /, powerful, energetically self-cdn- 
scious, where i& it? And those atoms of acts 
are like the corpse of a sailor dropped down 
from a ship into the abyss of the sea. Where 
shall welook forthem, and who will findthem? 
Will God eveT ńsh them out from those shore- 
less billows, and will He develop from thcm 
a new self-conscious beitłg? " ^ bene trovat0jjy 
The bitterness of these thoughts settled now 
on the sleepy forehead of AugusŁinovich, but 
meanwhile Ae window-panes from black began 
to tum gray. It was dawning. In the chamber 
the light of the candlc grew rosier gradually 
and fainter, objects began to issue from the 
shade. In the corridors were heard now the 
steps of the hospital seryants. An łrour later 
the doctor came in. 

" How is the patient?" inąuired he. 

" 111," answered Augustinovich, abruptly. 

The doctor thmst out his lower lip with im- 
portance, wrinkled his forehead, and felt the 
pulse of the sick man. 
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"What do you think?" inąuired Augus- 
tinovicb. 

"Weil, what? I think nothing — he is ill, 
very Ul." 

A shade of irony passed over Augustino- 
vich's face. 

" But I thinlc, professor, that tnedicine Js a 
very duli child which believes that if it takes 
its heels in its hands it can lift itself. Is this 
not the case?" 

The doctor nodded a couple of times, pre- 
scribed some cooling tnedicine, and went out 
Augustinovich, looking at the prescription, 
shook his head in his tum, shrugged his 
shoulders, and sat at the bed. 

Meanwhile the patient grew worse toward 
evening, about midnjght he was almost dying. 
Aug^stinOYich wept like a child and knocked 
himself against the walls of the chamber, He 
sat up again through the whole night 

Toward morning it seemed to him that he 
noticed a slight improvement, but that im- 
provenient was decepttve. Fale and red spots 
appeared on the sicie man ; evidently he had 
burnt out in fever and was guenching. 

In the evening Pani Visberg came. Augus- 
tinovich would not admit her to the room. 
From his face she learned that something ter- 
rible must be happening. 
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"Is he alive?" cried she. 

" He is dying I " answered Augustinovich, 
briefiy. 

A few hours later the chaplain of the hos- 
pital anointed Yosef. Augustinovich had not 
strength to be present at the ceremony ; he ran 
out into the city. 

He needed to coUect his thoughts, he needed 
to draw breath; he felt that his thoughts were 
bepnning to grow dim — yery likely the loss 
of Yosef would destroy his balance, He had 
expected everything, but not that Yosef would 
die. 

He did not know himself whither he was 
hunying ; a number of times he halted as if in 
fear that he would return too late. 

Ali at once some thought flashcd through his 
head ; he noticed that he was standing bcfore 
Helena's lodgings. 

" I will go in. Let her take farewell of 
him I " 

Half ao hour later Helena was kneeling at 
Yosef 's bed. Her unbound hair was lying in 
broad tresses on the bed ; she was embracing 
the sick man's feet with her hands, her face 
resting on them. 

In that room of the hospital reigned a silence 
of the grave ; nothing was heard but the quick 
broken breath of YoseC 
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So passed the long, cuised night, eveiy 
moment of which seemed the last oae for 
Yosef. Hnally, oa the Hiirteenth day from the 
first the disease was vaoquished. Yosef was 
decidedly better. 

At his bed aat, without leaving tt, Augustino- 
yichand Helena; tbe latter seemed to forget 
the world at that bed. With Yosef 's life Ufe 
retarned to Helena also. She was deligbted 
to ecstasy with erea the unallest proof of tm- 
provement 

At last Yosef regaioed consciousness. 

Augustinovich was not present at that mo- 
ment; the fint person whom be ssw was 
Helena. 

The sid[ man looksd at ber for a moment; 
on his forehead a certaia working of tbought 
became cvldent. 

At last he recalled ber to mind, He smlled. 
Evidentty the smilc was forced; still Helena 
threw berself on ber knees with teais of 
delight 

But Augostinoyicb when be retumed noticed 
that ber presence disąuleted the stek man and 
even tortured bim. Yosef did not take his 
e^es from Helena for an instant; be followed 
ęwery movemeitf of bers. 

^A that inane gesticulation peculiar to old 
or to sick people be moved bis lips. 
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Augostinovich foUowed Yosefs eyes care- 
fully. He had a foreboding of evil. 

Meanwhile, as nsual, toward evening the 
fever increaMd ; still the sick man fell asieep. 
Augustinovich strove to persuade Helena to go 
home for resŁ 

" I will oot leave him for a moment," an- 
swered she, with what for her was imcommoa 
decision. 

AugastinoYicb took his teat ia tbe armchair 
in silence and mediuted decpiy; soon hishead 
bt^an to weigh on hlm, his lids became leaden, 
aa invincible drowsiness seized him with in- 
creasing force, his head dropped on his breast, 
he nodded to th« right, to the Icft, and fell 
asieep. 

After a while he woke again. 

"Is he sleeping?" inquired he, tooking at 
Yosef. 

" He is sleeping, but anqDietly," answered 
Helena. 

Aagustinovidi again dropped his head. 
Suddenly a shrielc from Heleoa roused him. 

The sick man was sitting up tn bed in a 
paroxysm of malignant fever; his face was 
buming, his eyes glittering like tiiose of a 
wolf; his emaciated band was estended to* 
ward Helena. 
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" What 19 this ! " cried Augustinovich. 

Helena setzed htm coDvulsively by the hands ; 
she felt that his whole body trembled. 

" Do not torturę me I " whispered the sick 
man, with a hoarse, broken voice. " Thou hast 
killed Gu3tav, and now thou wouldst kill me. 
Awayl I do not Iove theet Be offi" 

Again he fell on the bed. 

" Lula, my Lula, save me I " whispered Yosef. 

Augustinovich almost by force conducted 
Helena from the cbamber. In tiie corridor 
was heard for a while quick conversatJon, and 
the name of the countess was repeated. At 
last Augustinovich returned alone. 

He was pale, great drops of sweat were flow- 
ing down his forehead. 

" Everything is ended now," said he, in a 
whisper. 

Helena ran driven by despair. Yosefs 
words and the brief conversation with Augus- 
tinovich had cleared as with a bloody lightning- 
flash many circumstances which had beendark 
to her. She ran with the single object of going 
straight forward. Her thoughts were buming 
her like fire, or rather they were thoughts no 
longcr, they were a circle of fire sparks driven 
around madly by a whirlwind. 
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The city in that evening hour was Hghted 
with a thoosand lampSi calm domestic fires 
looked through thc elear windows at her. She 
ran on. Through the strects throngs of people 
floved forward as usual; some passers<by 
tumed around to gazę at her; one young 
man s^d something with a snule, but looking 
her in the eyes fae drew back in fright. She 
ran on. At last instead of streets there were 
alleys, next alleys which were emptier and 
darker. In the windows lights were evident 
no longer; there the wearied population were 
sleeping after the toil of the day ; in a rare 
place a lamp gleamed, or the echoes of a foot- 
step were heard. 

The night was damp, but calm ; a kind of 
irei^t oppressive to the spirit was hanging in 
the atmosphere. From the Dnieper came a 
harsh breeze; a wateiy mist left drops on 
Helena's clothing and hair. On, on she ran. 
Nenrous spasms distorted her face. In spite 
of die coolness it seemed to her that fire from 
heaven was falling on her head, her hands, 
and her breast. Those little fires seemed 
to dance and whirl about her, and in each 
one of them she saw tiie face now of Yosef, 
now of Gu3tav. Her cape had fallen otF, the 
i^nd had torn her hat away, dampness un- 
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bound her hair. She fell to the earth a nam- 
ber of times, Soon amid oight and emptioess 
she found herself alone. Only the distant 
noise of the city and the barking of dogs in 
that part through which she was hasteiung 
pursued her. She ran ever forward. 

She felt neither torturę nor pain. Ali her 
thoughts rushed to one centrę; that was her 
misfortune, Wben love takes a part of one's 
life, it pays with disappointment ; for Helena 
love had been everythii^. Existence for her 
had ceased now to have sense. The charta 
was broken. There was no forgiveness for 
that woman, though she had "loved much;" 
there could be only peace, not in life, but 
beyond iŁ 

Meanwhile she ran forward, but strength was 
deserting her. Her Ups had grown parched, 
her eyes were now dim, her clothing wet and 
bespattered with mud. She fell oftener and 
oftener; sometimes she tumed her face to 
the sky, seizing the air greedily. The ground 
on which she was running became wetter and 
wetter. From afar could be heard now the 
sobbing of the wavet and that marvellous eon- 
verse of water, half Atful, half gloomy. 

At the brink Helena halted a moment 

Closing her eyes on a sudden and stretchtngf 
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her hands out before ber, the woman nished 
forward. 

With the plash in the river was heard a 
short scream, stopped by the water, — her laat 
scream. 

Thea followed ^eace. Deep night was in 
the sky. 
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CHAFTER XXII 

" EvERVTHlNG is marycllously iavoIved in Uiis 
poor world," said the ancieat poeŁ Tbis ts 
ceitain, that morę tfaan once life becomes so 
iiivolved łliat tt is only to be cut like that 
Gordian knot of old. So was it witb Yose€ 

A few years before he had come to Kicff 
fuli of confidence in his own strength. It had 
seemed to him that he could push forward not 
only his own fate, but that of oth«r3 in a way 
choseo in advance. Meanwhile he had con- 
ińnced himself that in a short time he had lost 
the nidder even of his own boat. He had been 
left to nish and save himself if he wished, but 
he had to sail witii the wind, and therewith he 
had little happiness in life. In his case, as in 
that of all men, life, or rather the exces5 of that 
seething of youthful years, had to pour out in 
the single but very narrow direction of love 
for woman. There was little space between 
the banks; hence the stream flowed too vio- 
lently, so that in all Yosefs past there were 
barely a few peaceful moments. He lacked 
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Uttle of paying with his life for the past. and 
God knows tbere waa nothing to pay for. 
After the last incident with Helena the danger 
might be reoewed. Augustinoyicb feared re- 
lapse ; happily his fears were not justified. 

Yosef improved continually. It was diffi- 
cult to forcsee how long he would have to lie 
in bed yet ; his weakaess after the grievou3 
tUness was veiy great, but his return to health 
was assured. 

Augusttnovich shortened the long hospital 
hours to the best of his power and ability, but 
vaia were his efforts to win back the oki-time 
humor. Recent eyents had madę him sedate 
and sparing of words. He had lost many of 
his old habits. From the time of Yosef 's ill- 
ness he had not visited Fani Yisbei^ even 
once, thoiigb she came rather often to inquirc 
for Yosef 's health. 

But if in this way events of recent days had 
acted on AuguatinoYicht how much morę had 
they acted on Yosef 1 Out of his long illness 
he rosę a new man altogether. He had no 
longer that lively, 3ctive, unbending tempera- 
ment. In hb moyements there was slowness, 
in his look heaviness, and as it were indolence. 

Augustinovich attribated this, and jusdy, to 
the weakness unavoidable after such an illnesa, 



jNGoogle 



ajo In Vain 

but soon he noticed in the sick man other 
thtngs foreign to him before. A certain mar- 
veIlou3 indifference approaching apathy broke 
through his words. He began to look at the 
world again, but in a manner entirely ilifTerent 
from that ia which he had looked at it earlier. 
He seemed to be capable of no vivacious feel- 
ing. It was disagreeable to look at him ; these 
changes had touched not merely his morał side, 
he had changed physically also. His hair had 
grown thin, his face was white and emaciated, 
his eyes had a slcepy look, he had lost his 
former brightness. Lying whole days without 
movement, he looked for hours togedier at 
one point in the ceiling, or slept The pres- 
ence of any one did not seem to concern him. 

Ali this alarmed Augustinovich, especially 
when he considered that in spite of the speedy 
return of physical strength these symptoms, if 
they yielded, yielded very slowly. He sighed 
when he remembered the former Yosef, and 
he labored to rouse tiie present one, but the 
labor was difficult 

A certain time AugustinOTńch, sitting by the 
bed of the sick man, read aloud to him. Yosef 
was lying on his back ; according to habit he 
was looking at the ceiling. EvMently he was 
thinking of something else, or was thinking of 
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nothing, for after a ccrtain time annoyaace 
was expressed on his face. . AugustinoYich 
stopped reading. 

" Dost wish to sleep ? " 

" No, but the book wearies me." 

Augustinovich was reading " Damę aux 
Camćlias." 

" Still, there is Iife and truth here." 

" Yes, but there is aot judgment to the value 
of a copper." 

" Still, the book raises the question of such 
women ! " 

" But whom do such women concern?" 

" They once concerned thee." 

Yosef sald nothing; on his face a slight 
thoughtfulness was evident. 

After a time he asked, — 

" What is happening mth Helena? Has she 
been here?" 

AugustinoYich was confused. 

" She has been here, she has been here." 

" Weil, and now? " 

"That iś — yes — she is sick, very sick." 

Yosefs face continued indifferent. 

"What is the matter mth her?" asked he, 
leisurely. 

"With her?— She— WeU, I will teU thee 
the truth, only be not frightened." 
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"WeU?" 

"Helena is no longer alive— she was 
drowned." 

Some sort of indefinite impression ^ot over 
Yosef s face ; he madę an efTort as if to rise in 
the bed, but after a while be dropped his head 
on the pillow. 

"By accident or design?" asked he. 

"Rest, old man, test; it is not permitted 
thee to talk much. Later I will tell every- 
thing." 

Yosef tumed to the wali and sanfc Into 
silence. At that moment a senrant of the 
hospital entered. 

" Pani Yisberg wishes to see yoa," said he 
to Augustinoyich. 

Augustinovich went out; in the corridor 
Pani Vi5berg was waiting. 

"What has happened?" inąuired he, with 
concern. " Is some one sick?" 

" No, no ! " 

"Whatthen?" 

" Lula has gone away t " said Pani Yisberg, 
in a sad voice. 

"Long ago?" 

" Yesterday evening. I should have come 
here at once, for during the whole week I bad 
not heard from Yosef, but Malinka was so 
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afflicted, and had cried so much that I could 
not let her come. Lula has gone, she has 
gonel " 

" Why did she go? " 

" It is difficult to tell. Maybe two weeks 
from the time that Yosef fell ill, Pelski came 
again, and soon after proposed to her a second 
time. She experienced no smali sufTeilng from 
that, for eiridently the little man had become 
attached to her seriously. Still she refused 
him, giving as cause that she could not many 
without attachment. I liked that Felski well 
enough. But that is not the point I The 
honest girl refused him, naturally. How much 
she sufTered during Yosef s sickness t But 
that again is not the point She and Felski 
parted without anger, and he undoubtedly 
found her that place in Odessa. Imagine to 
yourself my astonishment when a few days ago 
she came to me and declared that Yosef 's ill- 
ness was all that had delayed her departure, 
that now, when he was better, she would not be 
a burden on me longer, that she wanted to 
worlc for a morsel of bread, and would go. ' 
But, my God I was she a burden to me? Ma- 
linka became educated and acquired polish in 
her society; besides, I Ioved her." 

Augu5tinovich thought awbile; oniy after 
long silence did be say, — 
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" No, kind lady I I understand Lula. When 
she took lodgings with you she was a spoiled 
and capricious young girl, who thought that 
you were receiving her for her coronet, and 
to be honored yourself; to-day she is quite 
different" 

" Do I reproach her with anything? " asked 
Pani Yisberg, 

" That is not a questioa. I understand how 
bitter it must have been for you and your 
daughter to part with her, and it is too bad 
that you did not let me know of this beforc. 
The person whom Yosef was to marry 13 no 
longer alive." 

" No longer alive?" 

" She is not. But except pain for you, this 
departure will cause no hartn. Yosef has not 
passed examination for his medical degree ; he 
must think of that first of all, for it is bis bread. 
When he recovers and assures a sustenance 
for himself, he will go to Odessa after her, but 
for that time is needed. Yosef has changed 
very much. It is no harm that Lula has done 
eveiything that can raise her still morę in his 
esteem." 

Fani Yisberg went away with a straitened 
heart. Augustinovich stood awhile on one 
spot, then he shook himself from his medita- 
tion and took on a gloomy look. 
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" She has r^ected Felski a second time," 
thought he ; " she wants to work for her livmg I 
Oh, YoseC Tosef I even to go through greater 
suffering than thine — " 

He did not finish the thought which he had 
begun; he waved his hand, and went to the 
chamber. 

"What did Pani Visberg want?" asked 
Yosef, with an apathetic voice. 

"Lula has gone to Odessa," answered 
Augustinovich, abraptiy. 

Yosef closed his eyes and remained motion- 
less 3 long time, At last he said, — 

" It is a pity I That was a good girl — 
Lula." 

AugustiDovich gritted his teetb and madę no 
answer. 

The time came at last when Yosef left the 
hospital, and a month later he passed his 
examination as doctor of medicine. It was 
a elear autumnal day. The two friends, with 
their diplomas in their pockets, were returning 
to the house. Yosef s face borę on it yet the 
marks of disease, but otherwise he was per- 
fectly healthy. Augustinovich walked arm in 
arm with him ; along the road they talked of 
the past 
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"Let us sh here od this bench," said Augas- 
tiDovtch when they entered the garden. " It 
is a beautiful day, I like to warm myself in the 
sun on such a day." 

They sat down. Augustinoyich stretched 
himself comfortably^ drew a loog breath, and 
said with gladsome feelmg, — 

" Wen, old man I we ougfat tO have had in 
our pockets for the last three montbs these 
wretched rolls which we have received only 
to-day." 

" Tme," replied Yosef, pushing away with 
his cane a few yellow leave3 that were lying at 
the side of the bench. 

" The leaves are falling from the trees, and 
the birds are moving southward," said Augus* 
tinovich. Then lowering his voice and poioting 
to a flock of wagtails dying above the trees, he 
added, — 

" Bat wilt thoa not go south after the 
couriers of the san? " 

"I? Whither?" 

" To the Black Sea — to Odessa." 

Yosef bent, and remained silent for a long 
time, then he raised his head ; on his face was 
depicted something almost like despair. 

" I love her no longer, Adam I " whispered 
he. 
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Oa the evening of that day Augustinovich 
sMd to Yosef, — 

" We put too much energy into chasing after 
woman's Iove; later on that love ilies away 
like a bird, and our energy is wasted."/ 
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